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In a few short years we’ve seen the discovery of 
antibiotics, new wonder drugs for tuberculosis, a vaccine 
for polio. We will see the conquest of cancer, too, 

if people want it badly enough. Last year the American 
Cancer Society was unable to fill requests for research 
funds totalling almost $3,000,000. The reason—not 
enough money. Did you give all you could? 

Will you give all you can? 


AMERICAN CANCER SOCIETY 


THE NEXT MEDICAL MILESTONE...CONQUEST OF CANCER: 





GENTLEMEN: I want to help conquer Cancer. 


(— Please send me free information about 


Can er. 











0 Enclosed is my contribution of $. to 
the Cancer Crusade. 

NAME 

ADDRESS___ 

CITY ZONE_____ STATE. 





MAIL TO: Cancer, c/o your town’s Postmaster 

















MAKE *15°° A DAY AND MORE! 





YES, YOU CAN BE A PROFESSIONAL NURSE. You can earn the 
respect of everyone you know by helping those who urgently need 
your help. 

ALL THE REWARDS OF NURSING CAN BE YOURS. You can get out of 
your present rut and be completely independent. Select the very 
cases you want from the hundreds offered to you . . . work part or 
full time without interfering with your present home or social activi- 
ties . . . work in hospitals, clinics, doctor’s offices, convalescent 
homes, private duty. Specialize as you like . . . infant cases, hos- 
pital nursing, or travel with your patient all over the world. 


IN JUST 12 SHORT WEEKS FROM NOW you can begin to earn as 
much as $29.00 a day and you need never worry about being “laid 
off.” Never before was there such a crying need for nurses. Today 
300,000 requests remain unfilled. Hospitals, convalescent homes, 
and doctors are begging for our graduates. No high school education 
is required for this complete nursing course. In fact many of our 
successful graduates, now earning top professional pay, have never 
even finished grammar school. If you are sincere and love people 
you have all the qualifications. 


DO NOT LET AGE PREVENT YOU from realizing your fondest 
dreams, Students from 16 to 65 have successfully completed this 
doctors’ approved course. 

IN JUST 12 SHORT WEEKS FROM NOW you can be graduated and 
wear with pride your crisp white professional nurses uniform. Fam- 
ily and friends will respect your shining silver graduation pin and 
your highly prized diploma from the nation’s outstanding profes- 
sional training school. 

STUDY AS SLOW OR AS FAST AS YOU WISH. Some of our students 
study on and off in their spare time. If you are anxious to begin 
your nursing career, you can complete the course in just 12 weeks. 
Or if you have had any previous training, you can graduate in 30 
to 60 days. 

BUT THE IMPORTANT THING IS to get free complete information 
right now. There is no cost or obligation. We will send you, as we 
have thousands of other ambitious women, a FREE sample lesson 
and a FREE nursing booklet. Clip the coupon at the right and mail 
right now. Your FREE material will reach you by return mail. 


, 


POST GRADUATE HoséfTal SCHOOL OF NURSING 
17L96 Audiforium Bldg. Chicago 5, Ill. 
z:/ 


Learn practical nursing at 


home in 12 short weeks 


A BiG STEADY INCOME 
IMMEDIATELY! 





THIS 1S THE HOME STUDY COURSE THAT Will Change Your Whole Life! 


WHAT OUR GRADUATES SAY: 





POST GRADUATE HOSPITAL SCHOOL OF NURSING, 
17196 Auditorium Bidg., Chicago 5, Ill. 


Send me, without obligation, your FREE 16-page sample lesson and 
FREE booklet on High-Paying Opportunities in Nursing. 


NAME 








ADDRESS. - 


CITY. ZONE STATE 
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\ Promise 





Tampax can make a world 
of difference— 
year after year after year! 


Most women don’t realize chat ‘‘a few 
problem days each month” actually add 
up to five years out of your life! It’s up to 
you whether those five years are as com- 
fortable and carefree as possible, as nor- 
mal and natural, as casual and relaxed 
as possible! It’s up to you whether or 
not you decide to adopt Tampax. 

Why does Tampax internal sanitary 
protection make this enormous differ- 
ence? It’s not alone that it does away 
with belts, pins and pads—that it relieves 
you of the physical 5 Saati of chafing 
and the mental discomfort of the pos- 
sibility of embarrassing Odor. purumms 
It’s primarily due to the fact Beam 
that Tampax never reminds you 
of its presence. You can’t feel 
it once it’s in place. It’s invis- 
ible. It takes only seconds to insert, 
change or dispose of. In every possible 
way, Tampax just plain tends to do away 
with differences in days of the month! 

Tampax is available at drug and notion 
counters everywhere in your choice of 3 
absorbency sizes: Regular, Super, Junior. 
Get it—you'll like ic! Tampax Incor- 
porated, Palmer, Mass. 
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Invented by a doctor— 
now used by millions of women 
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: re dericks Glamour 


rayon taille with jeweled ly 
Navy, Black, Beige-glow. Sizes 


10 to 18. Just $10.98 sh ‘ f Fashions 






22428 MIDNIGHT MADNESS 

Paris-inspired sheath of rayon 
and acetate slipper satin molds 
torso from choker neck to gored 
skirt. Shirred bust. Black, Twi- 
light Rose, Turquoise. Sizes 10 
to 18 SALE $12.98 









27570 TROPIC TORCH 

Tantalizing Oriental sheath of 
rayon and acetate crepe. Man 
darin collar is siit to the arm 
hole. Daring nine-inch vent at 
hem is slit. Oriental braid trim. 
Jet Biack, Chinese White, Sing- 
apore Red. Sizes 5 to 15; 10 to 
18 $13.96 
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fy #765 GLAMOUR-ALL 
y Glamorous quilted TV lounger 
Stunning mid-calf tength 1 
piece charmer in gleaming 
fayon and acetate taffeta, ali 
\ over quilted. Red, Black White, 
Green. Sizes 10 to 18. 

Just $6.98 
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272146 SAINTLY SINNER 

Saintly little acetate taffeta 
sheath has positively sinful al- 
jure from bare-shoulder top to 
can-can skirt with five flirty 
flounces. Fits so it's held up 
by your curves alone — making 
tiny shoe string straps need- 
less, but tantalizing. Black, 
Emeraid Green, Violet a 


10 to 18 $16.98 q 


2355 HOLLYWOOD CALLING 
Two-piece knit curves your con 
tours! 100% wool worsted; 
snowy angora trim. Elastic 
waist on skirt. Turquoise Bive 
Red, Grey. Sizes 10 to 18 

just $13.98 























Zipper front; easy to slip on 
or off. Skin-slim slacks. Black, 
Shocking Pink. Sizes 10 to 16 

$14.98 
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22431 SHIMMERING SHEATH 

Glittering rayon and acetate 

metallic turex fully lined in 

rayon taffeta. Daring design 

with slit neckline, skin-tight 

shirt. Gold or Silver. Sizes to 
o 18 Looks twice $18. 













wide set 


iii, 


Low, deep 


This is YOU! 
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#135 WOLL' PROFILE. introduced to the public for the 
first time! For you who have dreamed sent Cleavage 
and ful pointed uplift—but never found it— ne ha 

two years oF cactaning the bra that will do both! ANY 

bust obeys the gentle per “eo of the a “IN-UP” angie 
ped, biti fom the Se ower bust in slipper satin, upper 
-a-doo avian, exquisitely stitched. Nylon Leno elas 
ide panels for puarentecd fit. Petal white or Chorus 


om 18 
28 






Free 




































Merchandise is Black, Sizes 32 to 36° A of B cup. A never before sensation 
Certificate at a never again price Only $5.00 
with every v5.0 
single order. 
iron clad — 
es 6 money-back 
uarantee. 
yr 10 g #97 CnoRnus CURVE . 
12 100% Nylon crepe ‘Famous ~ 
\ of tn nel Ly T 4 
h 13 y bra just can't be beat! white, / F 
; Black. Sizes 32 to 36, A-cup: 4-section 
#1688 WIP STRIP ‘ 32 to 38, B-cup; 34 to 40, & stitched 
14 wi cueiee caress Daring Daters cto cups 
16 shecth shirt we ye welt 
erage Bie Rivets “4 4 __j foam-cushioned 
r 17 sive 10 to is. re “ee foam-cushioned midriff band 
under-cup \ 
— woe te a 0 ab de einen oe [czy =} 
1956 
’ ; : 
" d ke 
ins ! reaeri¢ 1430 W. CANUENGA BLVD, DePt. 3809 ! 
42 HOLLYWOOD 28, CALIF. 
46 ! Please send the following styles: (order by numbers) | 
“Ce : 
O. without $1 t ! 
— | | C1! enclose payment OO send C.0.0. Ne C.0. yd og aod 
Fost One 41011 PARIS SHOCKER #512 WARM UP- NAME | 
{-addressed FRENCH IMPORTED, sleeveless Star's Favorite! 100% wool jer t 
nes of per turtie-neck Diouse in curve- sey, deftly draped biouse that ADDRESS 
rincidental. hugging Helanca sheer Ao wraps, ties, and clings. Stays Jf | 
3. 2 years yarn that fits like hold collar in place. Shocking i city STATE ZONE. 
cents each. | : skin! One size fits aad te pint, White, Black. Sizes tT _ 








BIG Opportunity to earn 


EXTRA MONEY 


For things you want most 
a | f oe ae 














$50 to $250 in spare time 
EASY as a welcomed and respected 
Lucky Heart Representative. 


Men and women of all ages! Now you can 
make the extra money often needed to get the 
things you want most. All you do is show, 
demonstrate and sell exclusive quality, nation- 
ally advertised Lucky Heart Cosmetics to 
friends, neighbors and relatives. No house- 
to-house selling required. 


No Experience Needed 


We'll show you how and send you everything 
you need to get started now. You'll find your 
customers so pleased with Lucky Heart Cos- 
metics, they’ll order from you time and again. 
Every order will mean money a luxury 
prizes of your own to enable you and your 
family to enjoy a better way of life. 


FRE i DISPLAY 

CASE OFFER 
Handsome cose filled with full-size, 
beautifully packaged Lucky Heart 
Cc tics gave th ds their big 
stort. It can do the same for you. 
MAIL THIS COUPON, NOW! 


LUCKY HEART °©'- 24,,,400 SMRBERRY ST. 











LUCKY HEART, Dept.2J 
400 Mulberry St., Memphis 2, Tenn. 


| want to earn extra money and enjoy a 
a 
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! Better Way of Life. Rush me full details and | 
; FREE Display Case Offer! 1 
i] 
' Name ! 
. r] 
| Address, é 
i] 
City State ' 











AGENTS 
WANTED 








| 

| Write for special Agent's rates today. 
JOHNSON PUBLISHING CO., INC. 
| 1820 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, III. 

















HE “BIRDLAND ALL-STARS” 

softball team took another licking 
from the “Basie Bums,” so there’s a big 
deal cooking which, if it goes through, 
they hope will cinch the series next 
season. They’re offering two waiters, one 
cigarette girl, one bartender and Pee 
Wee Marquette (thrown in for kicks) in 
exchange for Joe Williams. 


Uninhibited saxist Big Jay 
McNeely reveals how that bit of 
blowing flat on his back came 
about. Seems Big Jay got tired 
during a session that lasted 
nearly one hour so he just 
stretched out on stage and kept 





Eartha Kitt 


right on playing. The crowd 
went wild, so now he lays down 
at every session. 


Most interesting publicity shot to 
come out of Dizzy Gillespie’s State spon. 
sored tour through Pakistan shows Diz 
charming a cobra with his modern trum- 
pet sounds. But Diz will have you know, 
that little session was suspended for 
quite a while when the reptile took a 
sudden interest in him and lunged for 
his trumpet. The locals finally convinced 
him the poison fangs had been ampu- 
tated and after that the session continued 
real cool with the Cobra wrapped around 
the jazzman’s shoulders. 





Louise Beavers 


Errol Garner 


Dwight Mitchell, modern 
jazz pianist of the Mitchell- 
Ruff Duo, is a classical man 
who never played jazz until he 
got into the Army. It all began 
as a military strategy of self- 
defense when he recognized 
the fact that classics were no 
help at all in keeping him off 
KP. And that was very vital. 


The New Faces Of 1956, a show simi- 


lar to the one that launched Eartha Kitt 
on her rise to stardom, has a sketch 
ribbing the United Nations, which is a 
real UN affair. 
Tiger Haynes, new singing find from 
the Village Bon Soir, along with a girl 


Featured in the bit is 
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dancers from Italy and Puerto Rico. 


Singer Roy Hamilton, forced 
to retire from show business 
because of failing health, re- 
ported to be so well-off in the 
finance department he can 
make it for the next 10 years 
or so without singing a note. 
His recordings have all been 
best selling hits. 


mild stroke during a recent appearance 
at the Apollo Theatre, which has forced 
doctors to forbid him to do any fancy 
strutting around on stage. He can make 
with the jokes but must remain in a 
quiet position as the curtain opens and 
closes. 


Louise Beavers, who hasn’t been on 
the Universal-International Pictures lot 
since /mitation Of Life back in 1934, is 
returning to (Continued on Page 16) 
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singer from India, one from France and 
one from Sweden and England, plus | 


Comic Mantan Moreland suffered a | 





Isn't it good to know 
you're using the very best! 






















For a dressing that’s completely 
pure always insist on genuine 
‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly 
in the BLUE SEAL package. 













When it’s petroleum jelly you need, be sure 
it’s genuine ‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly in 
the Blue Seal package. Clear, clean 
‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly is a completely 
pure dressing. If it weren’t, doctors wouldn’t 
recommend it! 
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Rub just a little on the palm of your hand. Vase] i als 

See how much smoother it is. That’s because bie 

it’s completely free of impurities. No NHITE PETROLEUM JELt' 
unpleasant grit. No unpleasant odor. NET 1 he 03 

Don’t take chances with inferior dressings. he 
Insist on pure ‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly. 
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Reader's Digest calls it “The Wonder Jelly!" 








VASELINE and Blue Seal are the registered trade marks of Chesebrough-Pond’s Inc. 





G TANDING BY THE WINDOW I 
\” watched Mrs. Mills as her son, Er- 
nest, helped her into his Chevvy. The 
old woman looked like a perfect doll, all 
dressed up in her new outfit which Er- 
nest had bought her. But what made her 
really beautiful, I realized, was the hap- 
piness within her, so rich and strong a 
happiness that it just had to show on 
her facial features. Why wouldn’t she 
be a happy woman with her tall, manly 
son taking her to church—with her 
laughter-in-law smiling sweetly at her 
from inside the car. Wonderful woman, 
Mrs. Mills. I turned away from the win- 
dow and thought, for the millionth time, 
| guess, of the time when she hadn’t 
been happy—of the time, in fact, when 
she had been a miserable woman. 

No one knew better about that time 
han I did. For I was the one who, with 
hate, vindictiveness and an evil spirit 
which must have come straight out of 
iell, had been the cause of the lovely 
ld lady’s sorrow. 

If you could see Mrs. Mills with her 
angel face, you’d wonder how any nor- 
mal person could find it possible to do 
nything to hurt her. Now that I’ve come 
to my senses about life, I find myself 

)rrified and conscience-stricken about 


the part I played in her tragedy. But I 
could hardly claim to have been normal 
when I committed the sin against Helen 
Mills. Many people believe that this busi- 
ness about evil spirits possessing people 
—about human beings becoming slaves 
of the unholy—is ridiculous. I don’t. I 
truly believe that during those by-gone 
years when I tried to destroy two human 
lives, | was under a sinister, supernat- 
ural influence—that I was, literally, a 
handmaiden of the devil. 

I'll tell you all about it. . . 

T guess I really began my nodding 
acquaintance with the devil when I was 
not sweet—but wild sixteen. Folk in the 
small Mississippi town of my birth whis- 
pered that I had inherited the no-good- 
ness of a father who had made my 
mother’s life a hell for years, then ab- 
ruptly dropped out of sight in the cus- 
tody of our next door neighbor’s attrac- 
tive wife. 

Whether my erring father was to 
blame or not, there is no doubt that I 
had a reckless and sinful streak of no 
mean proportions. When I was thirteen, 
in spite of the striving of my highly- 
religious, hard-working mother, I was 
finding out all about life and love in the 
seclusion of (Continued on Page 66) 








“I was tormented by itching, stinging 
misery of ugly pimples and blackheads. 
After using many ointments and lotions, 
I found real help in Black and White 
Ointment. It quickly relieved the itch- 
ing, stinging and burning. You can be 
sure that I will never be without a jar of 
Black and White Ointment.” 


Willie Dickerson 
Richmond, Virginia 





More For Your Money! 


Thousands praise famous Black and White 
Ointment. You will, too. Quickly checks 
itch, burn, sting of eczema, simple ring- 
worm, tetter. Trial size only 15c. Regular 
size still only 25¢, and you get 4'4 times 
as much in the large 75¢ size. Save—buy 
large economy sizes. Cleanse skin daily 
with mild Black and White Skin Soap. 





ACNE PIMPLES 





















Over 
5] 
Million 
Packages 
Sold 








Earn 
BIG MONEY 
. as a graduate 


= PRACTICAL 
| NURSE 









= ENGLISH 


HOLDING 
YOU BACK? 


wwe helped thousands of men and women 
— not had college training in English 
to become effective speakers, writers, and conver- 
sationalists. With my new C.I. METHOD you can 
stop making mistakes, build up your voca! 
develop iting 





Train At Home in 12 Weeks! 


The desperate shortage of nurses means Oppor- 
— for YOU! Earn the Lincoln Certificate 
in 12 weeks’ spare time and make high earnings 
ie after year! Age, education not important. 
arn while learning. Investigate today ! 




















LINCOLN Ce eee veraebie in ef ~~ 


FREE ne 36-pace bogilet: 


ing.” Mall soon a 
the Lincoln Schoo! of Practical Nursing 
805 Larrabee St., Dept. T-3, Los Angeles 46,Calif. 

| Rush 16-page FREE booklet ‘Careers in Nursing” 


























The soothing, 
refreshing skin con- 
ditioner that pene- 
trates and brings 
relief to numbing, 
tingling muscles in 
back and legs... 
ends the dis- 
comfort of 
PARENTS) tight, dry 
skin. 








At a Stores Everywhere. 


THE S$.S.S. COMPANY, ATLANTA, GA. 









DEARLY 
DELVED 


A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 


















By Frances Jackson 














Dear mrs. Jackson: 
I am an invalid, although a young 
man, and I’m very much in love with 
a divorcee. She has one child and says 
ea is in love with me even though she 
| knows of my handicap. She lives in a 
|small town about 85 miles from me and 
we correspond and send each other gifts. 
She often visits me, too. Is this real love 
|for me and is it possible for a man in 
| my condition to find love and happiness. 
| Do you think she really means all of the 
things she says to me or does she just 
a pity me? When I was in the sanitarium 
three years ago, we met and have been 
| close friends ever since. I am very am- 
_bitious and do want her for my wife. 
| Will she accept me as I am? Please give 
me some advice. 





Yours, Floyd Watts 


| Dear Mr. Watts: 

After three years of faithful friend- 
| ship and service, I think you have found 
'a wonderful companion. Having to 
‘travel the long distance of 85 miles to 
|see you required time and money as 
| well as a sincere desire to help you. You 
_would be in a better position than I to 
| judge her feelings toward you as to 
| whether she loved or pitied you (which 
| I strongly doubt). True it might have 
been a strong feeling of sympathy at 









‘first, but this soon gave way to love and 
|after three long years of writing, gift 
ns and visiting I’m surprised that 
| you question her feelings toward you. 
| Your physical condition does not control 
| | your heart nor does it make you any less 
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aman. If you seriously consider marry- 
ing her talk the situation over with your 
doctor and ask his advice. If you are a 
yeteran seek counseling from the psy- 
chologist and also from the doctors at- 
tending you. Then make your decision 
and follow through. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I have been married for four years 
now but my husband and | are not to- 
gether. I am 19 and he is 22 years old 
and we have two children. He left me 
because of gossip from outsiders linking 
my name with another fellow. This gos- 
sip was not true but he believed it. How- 
ever, he still supports me and the chil- 
dren and comes by to visit us. | still feel 
he loves me but whether his pride has 
been hurt and that is keeping him away, 
or whether he doesn’t trust me is some- 
thing I don’t know. I want your advice. I 
am not seeing any other man or keeping 
company. I also heard that he isn’t see- 
ing anyone either. He says he doesn’t 
want to find any man hanging around 
the house. I am quite mixed up. My 
mother cannot help me and my father 
is not living. Please advise me. 


Mrs. F. N. Goode 


Dear Mrs. Goode: 

I believe your husband still loves you 
and the children and is simply waiting 
for you to ask him to return home. The 
separation is not good for either you or 
the children, and is certainly costing him 
more money than if he were living at 
home. When he makes another one of 
his visits ask him why he won’t stay per- 
manently. Invite him home and make 
the invitation warm and sincere enough 
so that he believes you really want and 
need him. Inside of a day or two he will 
forget that his pride has been hurt and 
will be glad to come home where he is 


loved, wanted and needed. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am 21 years old and I would like to 
get a little help from you. I have been in 
New York for three years, and I’ve met 
quite a number of boys since being here. 
However, none of them seem to suit me, 
or look good enough for me. What | 
mean is that they are all not good look- 
ing. There is one in the group that I like 
most of all, but he dresses so sorry until 
I am ashamed to go out with him al- 
though he always wants to take me 
Places. One day I told him why I didn’t 





want to go out with him and he said he 
would buy some clothes. So we quit for 
a while, and now he wants to come back 
to see me. But he still doesn’t dress any 
better. Do you think he loves me or is 
he trying to make a fool out of me? Do 
you think I should give him another 
chance. He has asked me to marry him 





this fall. Please help me. Would you ad- 
vise me to marry him or not. He is a| 
poor boy. I don’t love him, but he says | 
he loves me. 
Yours truly, O. G. | 
Dear O. G.: 

What you want for a boy friend is a | 
cross between Tony Curtis and Harry | 
Belafonte! Your pipe dreams are pretty | 
and romantic, and while they make a 
wonderful fantasy life, dreams can’t al- | 
ways be counted on to come true. It’s | 
time for you to face reality and accept | 
the fact that you might not qualify to | 
attract one of these picturesque male | 
species. However, don’t be alarmed for | 
there are many of us who started out | 
with a list of definite specifications but | 
learned our lesson before it was too late. | 
Don’t make the mistake of judging a 
man by his physical attributes alone. 
Separately this is not always a sound 
basis for deciding that a certain man is 
not for you. There are more solid, de- | 
pendable, hard working fellows in this | 
world with dark skins, large noses and | 
not so straight hair than you would be- | 
lieve. Look deeper into an individual’s 
character before you poke fun at his | 
looks. If you do like this boy and feel 
that in some small way you can help him | 


by suggesting that he become more con- | 
scious of his appearance, then be tactful 
with your advice. And don’t think for | 
one moment that you’re the first woman | 
who handed out such hints to her boy | 
friend. Be gentle and subtle so that he 


doesn’t resent your suggestions. And if 
he is handled the right way I’m sure he 
will appreciate your help. The greatest 
compliment a man can bestow upon a | 
woman is when he asks her to become 
his wife and is sincere about it. Never | 
treat a sincere proposal of marriage | 
lightly. 


carefully before you give it. If he can’t 


Always consider your answer | 


support you as a wife, then tell him so, 
and if he is in earnest will probably try 
to improve his status. I am sure he is 
aware of his finances although he may | 
not know or realize the great expense of 


acquiring a wife. 





THE NEXT 
MEDICAL MILESTONE— 
CONQUEST 
OF CANCER? 


In a few short years we’ve 
seen the discovery of antibiotics, 
new wonder drugs for 
tuberculosis, a vaccine for polio. 
We will see the conquest 
of cancer, too, if people 
want it badly enough. 
Last year the American 
Cancer Society was unable to 
fill requests for research 
funds totalling almost 
$3,000,000. The reason— 
not enough money. Did 
you give all you could? 
Will you give all you can? 
Give to your Unit of the 
American Cancer Society, or 
mail your gift to CANCER, 
c/o your town’s Postmaster. 





AMERICAN CANCER 
SOCIETY 













I am interested in exchanging letters with 
men and women everywhere. I would like to 
hear from mixed couples since I am the lighter 
complexioned partner in a mixed marriage. 

1 am 23 years old and am a pre-medical 
college student. My main school subjects are 
biology and literature. Please mention the fact 
that all letters will be answered. 

Mrs. Ruth Burke 
256444 Ganahl St. 
Los Angeles, Calif. 


Pen Pals Wanted! I’m 35, 150 lbs., light 
brown complexion, dark brown curly hair with 
brown eyes. I’m a vet of World War II, single 
and without a family. Am a lover of music and 
like to sing. Got into trouble and am serving 
—. My release date is some time in March, 

o7. 

Melvin Montgomery 
#4335 West 57-0 
2800 California Ave. 
Chicago 8, III. 


I am interested in corresponding with Pen 
Pals in the U.S.A. I am a Negro, 28-years-old. 
Have light complexion. My hobbies are music, 
swimming, leatherwork, and model making. 

Valance D. Batson 
Police Department 
Trinidad Oil Co., Ltd. 
Pointe-a-Pierre 
Trinidad, B.W.I. 


I’m a lonely GI serving as an Engineer sol- 
dier in Korea. I’m desirous of having young 
ladies from Jamaica and the United States to 
correspond with. I am 20-years-old and am 
from Detroit, Mich. I’m .5’7”, brown-skin, 
brown eyes and black hair. I’d like for their 
ages to be from 17-20. Will answer all letters 
promptly and exchange photos if so desired. 

Pfc. Johnny Earvin 
Ra. 14527401 

Co. B., 13th Engr. Bn. 
APO 7, c/o Postmaster 
San Francisco, Calif. 


Venezuelan criminologist student, would 
like to correspond with ladies and gentlemen 
all over the world, to exchange ideas, impres- 
sions also magazines, books, stamps and photos. 
All letters will be answered. 

Mr. Braulio C. Gabriel Ch. 
Av 5 de Julio, a/c Ofic LAV 
Barcelona, Edo Anzoategui 
Venezuela, South America 


I am a lonesome sailor stationed at the naval 
air station, Corpus Christi, Texas. I am in- 
terested in corresponding with some young 
women between the ages of 18-22. 

My hobbies are boxing, dancing, collecting 
Rock ’N’ Roll records. I am 21-years-old, 5’10” 
and light complexioned. 

All letters will be promptly answered and 
any pictures would be appreciated. 

Bobby J. Carder 
Special Devices 
N.A.S 


Corpus Christi, Tex. 
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PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 
new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. 


Keep the 


letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


I sincerely would like to be entered in your 
big family of Pen Pals. I am interested in 
learning people by means of mail. | would 
like to receive mail from male and female— 
races do not matter nor will age matter. | 
will answer all letters received. 

Mrs. Carroll O. Williams 
819 Elmira Avenue 
New Orleans 14, La. 


I’m a very lonesome soldier over on the 
tropic island of Hawaii. I play drums in the 
Army band and would like to correspond with 
females of any race between the ages of 18-24. 
I’m 24, single, 5’744”, 160 lbs., light tan com- 
plexion, fair grade of hair, thin mustache. 
Will be happy to exchange photos and will 


answer all letters. 
Pvt. Otis H. Collins 
U.S. 53270120 
Medical Co, 14th Inf. 
Regt. Band 
A.P.O. 25 
San Francisco, Calif. 


I am a constant reader of TAN and I would 
sincerely like to be entered in your Pen Pal 
column. 

I am 19-years-old, 5’10” and weigh 170 lbs. 
I would be very appreciative if it were possible 
that young ladies of all ages, regardless of 
race, here and abroad, could see my letter re- 
questing Pen Pals and would write me. 

I promise to answer all letters received and 
will exchange photos on request. 

Kenny Vetteler, Jr. 
1258 South Brook 
Louisville, Ky. 


I would like to become a member of your 
Pen Pal club. I am interested in corresponding 
with teen-agers (boys and girls) between the 
ages of 15-18. 

Bernice Crawford 
1324-15 Street, S.W. 
Birmingham 11, Ala. 


My cousins and I are fans of TAN. We are 
desirous of corresponding with teen-agers 
(preferably male) any place in the world be- 
tween the ages of 16-20, We enjoy dancing, 
singing,. skating and jazz. We are fans also 
of the Teen-agers. We would like to start a 
“Teen-ager” Fan Club, but don’t know where 
to send for information or where to send our 
fan mail. If anyone knows, please let us 
know. 

We will be delighted to exchange photos and 
will answer all letters. We have a brown com- 
plexion, brown eyes and dark brown hair. 
One has a short bob. We are all 16 and are 
from Indianapolis, Ind. 

Betty (Pam) Collins 
2935 Indianapolis Ave. 
59”; 34-26-36 

LaVera (Terry) Woodson 
3017 N. Capitol Ave. 
5/7"; 34-22-34 

Delores (Toni) Evans 
3017 N. Capitol Ave. 
5'6%4"; 32-22-32 


I have recently started reading TAN and 


think it’s one of the best. I would very much 
like to correspond with young girls about the 
same age as myself, either married or single 
and of my race. I am white, 20 years of age 
with red hair and blue eyes. I am married to 
a Negro and we have a wonderful marriage. 
I’m interested in practically everything, but 
particularly music of all kinds. I'll gladly 


answer all letters. 
Mrs. Shirley Goodwin 
439 West llth St 
Erie, Pa, 


I would like to correspond with boys and 
girls in the United States. I’m 17-years-old, 
5'2”, 130 lbs., brown complexion, black hair 
and brown eyes. I would like to correspond 
with those between the ages of 17-19. All iet- 
ters will be answered. 

Mary A. Barnes 


3125 Buena Vista Rd. 
Columbus, Ga. 


I’m a reader of TAN and really go for the 
Pen Pal page. I would like to correspond with 
American girls and boys between the ages of 
16-20. My hobbies are dancing, reading, writ- 
ing and collecting snapshots. Please send 
along your picture with your correspondence. 
I’m 16, have brown skin, black hair. All let- 
ters will be answered. 

Etta Sue Epperson 
Rt. #2, Box 20 
Brookneal, Va. 


I’m a lonely boy just out of High School 
and will be living on the farm until September 
10. After that I will be in college. 

My greatest desire is to correspond with 
young ladies and young men between the ages 
of 16-19 in both the United States and Canada. 
Preferably Negroes. 

I’m 19, 56” tall and weigh 150 lbs. I have 
brown eyes, brown complexion and black hair. 
My hobbies include writing, movies, listening 
to the radio, reading novels and writing poetry. 

All letters will be answered by return mail 
and will gladly exchange photos. 

Louis H. Jefferson 
Route 3, Box 13 
Chesterfield, S. C. 


Here’s hoping you will be able to help me 
the way I’m sure you've helped thousands of 
others through your Pen Pal column. 

I’m interested in corresponding with both 
sexes between the ages of 28-33—only those of 
the colored race. 

I’m 28, Negro of Catholic faith. I like 
movies, sports and occasionally going to clubs. 

Will try to answer all mail. 

T. Brown 


334 E. Hortter Street 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


I am a constant reader of your magazine and 
am interested in having Pen Pals all over the 
world between the ages of 18-26. I’m 5'11% 
tall and weigh 187 Ibs., age 22. I must admit 


that I’m a lonely GI. ; 
Sgt. Willie E. Smith 
(AW) (SP) 
“D” Btry. 48 AAA Ba 
Fort Riley, Kan. 
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A FITZGERALD, the singer’s sing- 
er who can make almost any pop 
tune sound good, drew some material to 
match her extraordinary talent when 
she recently made her first album re- 
lease for Verve after leaving Decca. In 
a double, 12-inch LP labeled “Ella Fitz- 
gerald Sings the Cole Porter Song Book,” 
the First Lady of Song got to work with 
32 of the great composer’s best tunes. 
Result: the Porter favorites are polished 
up and made to glimmer anew by Ella 
who sounds at her finest on recordings. 
Variety calls Ella’s Verve album “a 
standout set of Cole Porter tunes,” while 
noting significantly that she “executes 
with her flawless timing and subtle jazz 
shadings.” 

When Ella recorded for Decca, her 
best album release was a collection of 
George Gershwin tunes. Probably it was 
the success of that package that inspired 
Verve prexy Norman Granz to record 
Ella singing Cole Porter. 

Ella not only had top drawer material 
to work with on the Verve recordings 
but everything else about her sessions 


was Grade-A, too. Young musical genius 
Buddy Bregman did all the arrange- 
ments and masterfully conducted a stu- 
dio orchestra in solid support of Ella. 
He utilized a full 35-piece band on some 
numbers, a small unit or even only a 
piano on others. 

The Cole Porter tunes Ella croons in 
the album were for the most part com- 
posed originally for stage shows and 
motion pictures and run the gamut from 
slick ballads to swinging up tempo dit- 
ties. Included are film numbers like Easy 
To Love (1936’s Born to Dance) and / 
Concentrate On You (Broadway Melody 
of 1940), musical vehicle melodies like 
I Am In Love (1953’s Can Can) and 
Ridin’ High (1936’s Red, Hot and Blue). 
Only one of the selections—Miss Otis 
Regrets — was initially 
straight pop parade entry. 

When Norman Granz recorded Ella 
singing Cole Porter, he brought togethe1 
two champions. Porter has no peer as a 
creator of popular lyrics and melodies. 
Ella no equal when it comes to singing a 
pop tune. Where (Continued on Page l€ ) | 
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| HAIR DRESSING POMADE 
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Wanted to be set to music, 

Any subject. Send Poems today. 

Immediate consideration. 
Records Made 


FIVE STAR MUSIC MASTERS, 228 BEACON BLDG., BOSTON, MASS. 


HOME SEWERS WANTED! 


$200 Monthly Possible, Sewing Baby- 
wear—Play-Time Dresses; lacing Leather 
Moccasins! New Baby Sandals! No house 
to house selling! Rush stamped, self- 
addressed envelope for further details! 


BABYWEAR, WARSAW 32, INDIANA 
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7-day Plan Must Beautify, Enhance EYE LASHES 
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“The 
perfect make-up 
base to keep you 

fresh looking 





“Demands on my time are 
too many for me to have to 
fuss with my make-up. So it 
was a joy to discover Black 
and White Vanishing Cream 
holds make-up on longer, 
keeps me fresh looking.” 


Mrs. Jane M. Brown 
Washington, D. C. 


aw Black and White 
Vanishing Cream is the 
choice of beauty-wise 
women everywhere! Let it 
beautify your complexion. 
Greaseless (can’t cause 
blackheads), checks skin 
oiliness. Make-up looks 


js . ' 
fresher, skin feels softer! Remove make-up with Black and White 


Cleansing Cream. Soften skin with Black 
and White Cold Cream. 35¢ each. 


BLACK 4° WHITE 


VANISHING CREAM 





Black and White Face Powder 
clings like mist. Black and White 
Lipstick stays on and on. 














Subscribe to TAN Today 


“| can’t buy blind with a family this size... 





...80 to be satisfied most... | always get Brands 
that have made a Name for themselves” 


Four ways brand names satisfy you most 


1. BUY WITH TRUST! Spend confidently on 3. ENJOY MORE CHOICE! Spend shrewdly on 


known quality. Brand Names wear best, 
work best, and are best. 


- SHOP WITH EASE! Spend efficiently on 
proved value. Brand Names save “‘puz- 
zling” over labels, models, etc. 


widest selections. Brand Names offer 
most sizes, types, colors, etc. 


4. GET THE "LATEST"! Spend smartly on up- 


to-date products. Brand Names keep 
improving and modernizing. 


BRAND NAMES FOUNDATION, INC. 437 FirtH ave. « NEW YORK 16, N.Y. 








PUETRY 


Treasures 
A heart of gold is fine indeed 
I often hear friends sigh, 
They treasure love and spring and 
rain 
The things that cash won’t buy 


I must admire their attitude 
I’m sure they'll reach their goal, 
But give me furs instead of love 
To warm me from the cold 


I value highly stocks and bonds 
And Cadillacs and such, 
A li’l ole piece of real estate 
Would make me love you so 
much 


So pay my rent and buy me jewels 
And keep me deep in sweets, 
Then open me a bank account 
And I'll be yours for keeps! 
—Louie Robinson 


An Ode To A 
Southern Girl 
While wandering through a south- 
ern town, 
Alone and lamenting time ill spent. 
I chanced upon a cinnamon brown 
With laughing eyes and a soft 
accent. 


I smiled from the depths of a 
lonely heart; 
Her smile was moonlight on a 
placid sea. 
She spoke, and the voice that lin- 
gered there 
Was warm winds caressing a mag- 
nolia tree. 
—Eugene Carter 


Detour 
I like your tie, I like your suit 
I’m sure your bank account’s as 
cute 


I like your dash, I like your verve 
Is that your Jaguar at the curve? 


Your hair is charming, so’s your 
smile 


I think you’d keep me in fine style 
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UF LUVE 


But what’s that ring upon your 
hand? 
Don’t speak to me! You married 
man! 
—Greg Robinson 


Yesterday’s Promise 
You promised flowers for my hair 


And jewels for a velvet dress. 


You said you’d work both night 
and day 
To make yourself a great suc- 
cess. 


Wake up, wake up, you sleepy 
head ; 


My voice is weary calling you. 
You'd better go to work today; 


The rent, my love, is overdue. 


—Mary L. Boyles 


Bored Male 
I’ve seen enough of glamour girls 
With ponytails and fancy curls 


With lacquered nails and crimson 
lips 

And girdled curves and padded 
hips 


These store-bought charms are not 
for me 
I want a girl that’s just all “she 


” 


Then gladly down the aisle I'll 

waltz 
Without playing “True or False” 
—Louie Robinson 


Free Advice 
Don’t waste your time on such as 
her 
She’s not your type at all, 
She won’t like your favorite haunts 
Or be ready when you call. 


She won’t jump at your command 
Or live for just your smile, 

She won’t like your brand of kiss 
The kind that’s just my style. 


So cross her off your list for good 
Before it’s much too late, 
Another one will be ‘long soon 
And doll, I'll help you wait! 
—J. K. Hart 








Ret 
2 














peor 

° > 
. “ 

Me 








Germs are the major cause of bad breath ... no tooth paste 
kills germs like Listerine, instantly, by millions. The most common 
cause of bad breath is the fermentation of proteins which are always present 
in the mouth. Germs in the mouth attack proteins, cause them to ferment, 
and bad breath may result. So, the more you reduce germs in the mouth, the 


longer your breath stays sweeter. 


Listerine Antiseptic kills germs on contact! Listerine kills germs by 
millions . . . instantly halts the fermentation they cause. Keeps breath 
sweet and clean usually for hours on end. In clinical tests, Listerine averaged 
four times better in stopping bad breath than tooth pastes tested. 


Listerine Antiseptic acts on many surfaces .. . the teeth, mouth, 
throat. No tooth paste offers proof like Listerine of killing 


germs that cause bad breath! 


LISTERINE ANTISEPTIC 


The most widely used antiseptic in the world 
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EDITOR 


I HATED MEN 


I have just finished the May TAN and sure 
enjoyed the stories, especially, “I Hated Men.” 
I think your magazines are swell from cover 
to cover. The only thing I didn’t like was a 
letter from a reader requesting better looking 
and lighter complexioned models. I don’t go 
along with that. We should be interested in 
the stories, not the complexion of the models. 

Louise Lammey 
Tela, Spanish Honduras 


LOVES TAN POETRY 


I have just finished reading the TAN for 
the first time. I just couldn’t leaf through it 
and throw it away as I do so many other 
magazines—I had to read every page of it. 
TAN certainly is a wonderful magazine. Best 
of all, I like your Poetry Of Love column, 
possibly because I write poetry, too. 

Elsie A. Jamar 
Columbus, Ohio 


DISLIKES MIXED MARRIAGES 


I’m a constant reader of TAN and enjoy it 
very much, but I do agree with Mrs. Jackson 
in the June issue. There is too much dirt be- 
ing printed on our people. I read white mag- 
azines also, but seldom see stories in them 
about the Negro. It seems that your staff en- 
joys printing stories about Negro men and 
white women. I’m afraid that only your Ne- 
gro male readers enjoy these stories—those 
that have a desire to marry them or the ones 
already with white wives. 

No matter how “no good” a white girl is, 
she thinks she’s doing a colored fellow a favor 
by marrying him. I’m also inclined to think 
he thinks so, too. 

This is my first time writing TAN, but I’m 
just fed up with your interracial stories. 

Beatrice Stokes 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


B. B. KING STORY 


I am one of your many regular readers and 
have been for the past two years. I enjoy read- 
ing your wonderful stories. They are most in- 
teresting. Just got through reading the B. B. 
King story in your June issue. Glad to hear 
that B. B. King got such a fine break and 
hope many more like him will get the same 
breaks in the near future. Many of your other 
stories printed are wonderful. Keep up the 
good work and I will always keep TAN on my 
list of “excellent” books. 

Mary Newly 
Honolulu, T.H. 


16 


On The Records 


(Continued from Page 13) 


Porter’s songs are universally acclaimed 
as gems of art in the vernacular, Ella’s 
singing likewise is hailed as the last word 
in vocalizing. 

For a singer like Ella, only a composer 
like Cole Porter could write music that 
would be a real challenge for her to sing. 
Ella therefore was a little apprehensive 
after every recording session and she al- 
ways asked the technicians, “Did I say all 
the words right?” Actually she did and 
Cole Porter lyrics never sounded better. 

Listening to Ella sing in the album, you 
can detect that she has attained greatness 
without prostituting her sound or style. 
She employs no gimmicks, no trick phrases, 
no freak tones. She just sings natural but 
the sounds that come out make for marvel- 
ous music. 

Ella’s reading of the Cole Porter song 
book is a graphic demonstration of how 
a singer may remain pure in sound and 
style and still be exciting. Because she 
can move people by her simple and honest 
singing, Ella is referred to by many in her 
profession as the “Hemingway of the sing- 
ers.” Other well known warblers like Bing 
Crosby, Perry Como and Nat Cole give 
Ella credit for being tops at the business 
of making vocal music. 

When Ella sings Cole Porter ballads like 
All of You and I’ve Got You Under My 
Skin, you hear her reading extra beauty 
into beautiful lyrical lines. When she chirps 
the composer’s uptempo / Get a Kick Out 
of You or Anything Goes, you feel her lilt 
the melody with a buoyant buoyancy. She 
sings soul into every song. 

In the Cole Porter album, Ella shows 
that she is a whiz at setting her mood on 
a tune by the mood of the song. She can 
be compellingly nice on the delightful num- 
bers (From This Moment On, I Love Paris, 
etc.) or poignantly naughty on a saucy se- 
lection like Love for Sale. No matter what 
the setting, she appears perfectly at home. 

Cole Porter never wrote any of his songs 
especially for Ella but she makes his music 
sound made to order for her singing none- 
theless. 





Hollywood To Harlem 


(Continued from Page 7) 


that Studio for a big role in Tammy star- 
ring Debbie Reynolds. i 


Al Hibbler, who will be heard sing- 
ing background music in the movie 
Away All Boats, has drawn another 
ree stint for Columbia’s Night- 

fall. 


Singer Eartha Kitt plans releasing her 
new LP and her autobiography at the same 
time. They’re both entitled Thursday’s 
Child. 


Genius of the 88’s Erroll Garner 
wrote a new blues tune while recu- 
perating in his hospital bed after a 
taxi smash-up in Harlem. 





RECORDS 


With Each Order of 4 or More 
& R * e {1 RECORD (our choice) 

| PHOTO of a leading Artist 

LATEST RELEASES AND RECORDS 
RIP IT UP—Little Richard............... .89 
T’AINT WHATCHA SAY, IT’S WHATCHA DO 
—Little Esther .89 

ROLL OVER BEETHOVEN—Chuck Berry. .89 
Let The Good Times Roll—Shirley & Lee.. .89 
pace = tie SE 89 
Can’t Stand To See You Go—Jimmy Reed.. .89 
PLEADIN’ FOR LOVE—Larry Birdsong... .89 
UP ON THE 4 -89 


STRANDED IN THE JUNGLE............ » 189 
BLUE SUEDE SHOES Cart Porkina Sen -89 
CORINNE CORINNA—Joe Turner........ -89 
fe IN LOVE AGAIN—Fats Domino....... -89 

WANT YOU TO BE MY GIRL—Teenagers .89 
Lost DREAMS—Ernie Freeman.......... -89 
FEVER—Little Willie John............... .89 


gg FRIED POTATOES—Amos Milburn .89 
A KISS FROM YOUR LIPS—Flamingoes.. . 
KANSAS CITY WOMAN—Chuck Willis.... .89 
OOBY DOOBY—Roy Orbison............. 89 
HEADIN’ op ee — piptaicrate Wain .89 
IN SELF DEFENSE—FI 
Hallelujah | Love Her + a Charles... . 
ONE MORE CHANCE—Little Walter...... -89 
LONG TALL SALLY—Little Richard...... -89 
Why Do Fools Fall In Love—Teenagers... .89 
Forty Days, Forty Nights—Muddy Waters.. .89 
WE GO TOGETHER—Moonglows.......... E 
IVORY TOWER—Otis Williams........... 7 
WHO—Little Walter ..............-..-05- é 
Please, Please, Sg Brown..... 7 
IN PARADISE—Coo 
TREASURE OF LOVES Ciyde McPhatter. . 
SO ALL ALONE—Teen Queens............ 
KEY TO THE HIGHWAY—Jazz Gillum.... . 
MEAN OLD FRISCO—Big Boy Crudup.... . 
WORRIED LIFE BLUES—Big Maceo...... J 
DARK IS THE NIGHT—B. B. King........ d 
Drown In My Own Tears—Ray Charles 4 


eres Deo 





0 

LET’S DO THE BOOGIE—B. a 
HANDS OFF—Jay McShann.............. , 
TUITTI er ae ee F 
FEEL SO GOOD—Shirley & Lee 
JIVIN’ AROUND—Enrnie Freeman......... -89 
Ain’t That Lovin’ You Baby—Jimmy Reed. .89 
DEVIL OR ANGEL—Clovers.............- -89 
SO LONELY—Johnny Ace..............-- .89 
EDDIE MY LOVE—Teen Quee 
THAT’S YOUR MISTAKE Otis Williams. . .89 
ULL BE HOME—Flamingoes............. 89 
SUGAR SWEET—Muddy Waters.......... 89 
Crying Won’t Help You—B. B. King 

1 Need Your Love So 7. oe Willie John .89 
TEN LONG YEARS—B. 
ALL are. THE WORLD Willie John. 
UVE GOT A WOMAN—Ray Charles.. Y 
PLEDGING MY LOVE—Johnny Ace 
NEVER LET ME GO—Johnny Ace. 
PLEASE FORGIVE ME—Johnny Ace. on 
Saving My Love For You—Johnny Ace.... 


SPIRITUALS 


Touch The Hem Of His Garment—Soul Stirrers... 

LIVING FOR MY JESUS—Five Blind Boys..... 

Plant My Feet On Higher Ground—Davis Sisters. . 

COME OV HERE—Harmoniz' Four 

THE BALL GAME—Sis. Wyona Carr............ 

Poor Pligrim Of Dixie Humming Birds. . 
ers 


ANYWHERE IN GLORY—Ward 
t ee tere Singers... 
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TELL THE ANGELS—Ward Singers 
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By Gerri Major 
EAR GERRI: 

It seems most of your questions on 
etiquette have been asked by women, 
but I have a problem and need help. I’m 
interested in a young career woman who 
has a fault that’s becoming increasingly 
irritating. When she makes a date with 


me, she may keep me waiting a half | 


hour, may not show up at all and thinks 
an explanation the next day is all that 
is necessary. Her excuse is always “busi- 
ness,” but I’m tired of getting the busi- 
ness and feel I’m entitled to a little more 
consideration. 
John Wallace 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


Dear John Wallace: 

Indeed you should receive more cour- 
teous treatment from the young lady. It 
is extremely poor taste to keep people 
waiting. We live in a speeded-up world in 
which most of us must budget our time, 
have very little for leisure. When we 
plan a definite period for luncheon, a 
concert, a drive into the country, or even 
a stroll in the park, we certainly do not 
wish to waste part of the time waiting 
for the person whom we invited to share 
it. Promptness is not only a basic rule 
of etiquette, it is also a mark of good 
breeding. The girl who decides she in- 
creases her importance by keeping oth- 
ers waiting is both emotionally insecure 
and foolish. Failure to notify a person 
well in advance that you cannot keep an 
engagement is unforgivable. You should 
afford your host ample time in which to 
re-plan his time. 














| Why should your hair 
say youre old and gray? 
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look lovelier... today! 


Forget those “gray hair” heartaches! Godefroy’s Larieuse 
Hair Coloring can give your hair young-looking, lovely- 
looking color right away . . . glowing lustrous color that lasts 
and lasts! 


And take a tip from professional models (like the one 
shown here) ... you'll be prouder of your hair when you 
choose Godefroy’s Larieuse! It’s the famous brand in the 
red box, known for its dependability for more than 50 
years. Get it at your favorite cosmetic counter today! 









Look younger... “seaitame! 


























1. Shampoo hair thoroughly. As 2. Apply Godefroy’s Larieuse 
it dries, mix Godefroy's Larieuse with handy applicator included 
as directed. in package. 


3. After color has developed, 
shampoo hair again and set in 
your favorite style. 


GODEFROY MFG. CO. - 36510 OLIVE STREET: ST. LOUIS 3, MO. 
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oo DAY I MARRIED saxophonist 
Earl Swanson I was the happiest girl 
alive. It was a day I had been awaiting 
for four long months. Or maybe I had 
been subconsciously waiting for it a 
whole lot longer than that, because it 
was the promise of a happy-ever-after 
ending to a sometimes rugged life. 

Like one of my songs, Mama, He 
Treats Your Daughter Mean, indicates, 
|’ve known enough heartache and trouble 
to be called Misfortune’s Child. There 





Learning first marriage to trumpeter Jimmy 
Brown was annulled, Ruth gleefully flings 
shreds of marriage license into air. 


was my too-young, too-soon marriage at 
15 to trumpet player Jimmy Brown in 
1947, a marriage that ended in an annul- 
ment in 1954 when I found Jimmy had 
been married to another woman at the 
time of our wedding. Then there was the 
terrible automobile accident in 1948 
while driving to New York for my first 
big break at the Apollo Theater. It laid 
me up in a hospital for 10 months, threat- 
ened to ruin my career before it even 
really began, and left me with my left 





leg slightly shorter than the right. Hav- 
ing been fired by the Lucky Millinder 
Orchestra and stranded in Washington, 
D. C., was another of those low periods 
in my life; not to mention my unhappy 
and ill-fated romances. 

But all that is behind me now. I’ve 
found true love at last. 

After Earl and I were married in 
Baltimore last May, we returned to our 
engagement at the Howard Theater in 


Washington, D. C., and I added a tune, 
















ater in 
a tune, 


I’m In Love Again to a medley of songs 
I was singing. When I finished the num- 
ber and glanced in the direction of my 
new husband, who was playing saxo- 
phone in Chogger Campbell’s Band, the 
crowd got the message and cheered. 

For a lot of my fans who didn’t know 
the score, the marriage was a surprise. 
Earl and I met in Houston, Texas in 
1953 while I was traveling with the 
Billy Eckstine revue and he was featured 
saxman in the Crystal Club house band. 
I attended a party at the club and we 
were introduced. It wasn’t anything seri- 
ous. I just considered him another man 
who could blow a horn. He was real 
good and his playing attracted my atten- 
tion. 

We met several months later in New 
Orleans, where Earl was playing with 


BRUT 


Buddy Griffin’s band. He invited me out 
to the Dewdrop Inn where we ate gum- 
bo, one of my favorite dishes. 

After that, we began writing to each 
other, and last December in Baltimore, 
he proposed. I said yes, and we even 
went as far as getting a marriage license, 
but I didn’t want to run headlong into 
marriage again, and I figured the best 
thing to do was to think it over. I de- 
cided we shouldn’t rush into anything 
that serious. 

So Earl and I went our separate ways, 
apart for nearly five months. During 
that time, I had a chance to consider. | 
missed him like crazy, and realized that 
love had hit me again, so we got hitched. 

This time it’s the real thing. It has 
already changed my life, and I’m be- 


| ginning to feel like I’ve got everything 
> to-sing for. 


My personal manager, Blanche Callo- 


) way, who discovered me in Washington, 


/D.C., can really tell the difference. She 
says I’m happier than she’s ever seen 
| me, and believes it is just the break | 
| Meed to clinch my career. 

Earl and I will work on new songs 
Htogether and put them into the show. 
Mhey’ll be the sweet “I’m happy” type. 
Palways said I’d sing the songs about 


Wearing show-st@ppmm 
Ruth gets carefiie in 
chorine lovelies. Si 

riage won’t bothags 


Once lonely for t 

a star, Ruth no (onger 

to spend her leistpem 
quiet solitm@e 


















she is child of misfortune. 


the mood I’m in. I’ve sung a lot of sad 
songs, but now I’m changing my out- 
look. 

The reason I sang the sad ones was 
because of all the unhappiness and sad- 
1ess in my life. I'll never forget August 
29, 1954, when I returned to Baltimore 
for my biggest concert in the city. I’d 
invited my family to be guests, and what 
happens? My father, Leonard Weston, 
died on my arrival. Yes, I’ve had hard- 
ships and setback, and sometimes I’ve 
gotten blue, but now it’s all different. 
[here is sunshine. 

| guess maybe attention and affection 

what I want most from my husband. 
People in careers want someone close 
vho can understand them and lift them 
when they begin to fall. They want a 
kind word and a smile. It means so 
nuch, especially to a woman. 

| guess the reason both my husbands 
nd my close friends have been musi- 
ians is that they understand me better. 
We work together and our hours and 
terests are the same. They’re more 
ljustable because they know the busi- 

And I’m convinced that a husband 
d wife must be together. It won’t work 
they are far apart. I’ve seen too many 
arriages fail because the people stay 
part too long. Earl and I plan to avoid 
it. We have similar hobbies—photog- 
phy and record collecting—and we'll 
ork together on our music. We'll start 





ie: 
. 
ing look of approval to big, expensive 
g, Ruth finds it an ideal companion for 
wedding rings she wears on left hand. 


Happy with the man she 
loves, Ruth no longer feels 




































looking around for a home somewhere 
in New York. In other words, we'll begin 
pooling what we have to make this mar- 
riage real, honest-to-goodness just what 
I’m singing about. 

It means a lot to me to look back at 
the band and see my husband. Just the 
sight of him makes me sing better. We’re 





Listening to playback of recent recording, 
Ruth enjoys her voice along with her 
manager, Blanche Calloway. 





Singing the recorded version of “Mama, He Treats Your Daughter Mean,” the hit song 
that caused her popularity to soar in the rhythm and blues field, stylist Ruth Brown 
lives every word of the song while delivering the lyrics to appreciative crowd. 











oe 2 de 


booked together for another year. Earl 
and I are positive our marriage will be 
a success. We just think we’re made for 
each other. 

So keep your fingers crossed and wish 
me luck, for misfortune’s child has now 
become Mrs. Ruth Swanson and believes 
Happiness is just a thing called Earl. 





TAN APOLOGIZES 


In the February, 1956, issue of this 
magazine, in a story entitied “High Cost 
of Loving,” we published certain state- 
ments about Dr. Herbert B. Henderson, 
well-known San Francisco physician, 
which were misleading and untrue. 

In May, 1955, a final decree of di- 
vorce was entered in an action brought 
by Inez T. Henderson against him on 
the ground of mental cruelty. The de- 
cree contained the terms of a property 
settlement which had been negotiated 
by the parties. 

In setting the record straight, TAN 
sincerely apologizes to Dr. Henderson. 
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TEEN 
ALK 


Summer freedom is rapidly coming to 
an end and jolly old school days are 
right around the corner. It’s up to you 
to make these last few weeks of summer 
really count. You'll be better equipped 
to handle future school assignments as 
well as extracurricular activities if you 
are prepared in advance with a well 
rested physical and emotional outlook 








on life. 

Budgeting your summer vacation time 
is something worth thinking about, and 
it’s not too late to make amends. If up 
to now you have crowded your waking 
hours with parties that kept you hopping 
from one place to another, or if you are 
the more serious type and have excluded 
them entirely from your activities pre- 
ferring to work, then both extremes are 
not good. A happy medium that bal- 
ances work with play is one of the best 
ways to divide your time and enjoy your 
summer vacation. 

Parties are wonderful and a perfectly 
natural way for teen-agers to let off 
steam and meet their friends for dancing 
and dining. However, the teen-ager that 
thinks summer means a clear field ahead 
for an endless session of parties is soon 
too tired to really appreciate a good one 
when he’s there. Being a social butter- 
fly requires more time and energy than 
you think. 
than their normal share of headaches 
and sleepless nights. 
tion that includes too many parties is 
just as poorly managed and planned as 
a vacation that excludes them entirely. 

Summer jobs are fine if you don’t 
work too hard. That may sound a little 
silly, but remember that when school 
starts in the fall it’s almost like going 
on with another job for nine or ten more 
months. Just when and where are you 
going to have a little time for relaxing? 
Although summer jobs can be a wise 
investment of time, those that are too 
heavy are not recommended for teens. 


It also gives parents more 


A summer vaca- 


By Jane Walters 


However, if you have a part time job, 
it still 
doesn’t mean that you shouldn’t have 
time for parties and fun with the gang. 
It all can be planned and executed with 


or even a full time position, 


sensible management of your time. 
Now is the time to include 


about your hobbies that are dreadfully | 


neglected in winter? Since hobbies mean 
many things to many people yours will 
have a special. purpose for you. 


hobbies are for the solitary; some are | 


for the gregarious; some like sports, are 
active; and others, like reading, are 
passive. 

If you haven’t attended a ball game 


this summer get out and see one, no 


matter who is playing. Whether it’s the | 
home town team, the junior league or a | 


And make 


major league baseball team. 


at least one visit to the nearby amuse- | 
ment park. They still sell popcorn, pea- | 


nuts and candy, and you'll love the ex- 
citement of the rides and the thrills of 
the side shows. 

Now is also the time to see as many 
plays as possible, also the movies. Make 
a list of the sights worth seeing in your 


town or city or any place nearby and | 


include these in your summer vacation. 


Picnics and hikes and miniature golf | 


courses are fun, too. 

Liven your summer with a wide as- 
sortment of activities and spark your 
daily fun with interesting side visits to 
museums and zoos. You'll have a very 
few weeks to catch up on all you’ve 
missed, but by starting now you'll make 
it. Summer vacations need not mean out 
of town vacations. Make the best use 


of the facilities offered in your immedi- 


“summer | 
special” activities in your schedule. What | 


Some | 












wna piGHTER RIGHTER skin 


Men are Ran attracted to the 
| 





girl with a lovely, smooth complex- 
ion. So, start using Black and White 
| Bleaching Cream as directed and 
see your dull, dark skin take on a 
lighter, brighter, smoother, softer 
look. Its bleaching action works 
effectively inside your skin. Mod- 
ern science knows of no faster way 
of lightening skin. Try it, today! 






=< \ Get Black 
‘ and White 
Bleaching 
Cream 
at all drug 
counters 
39¢, 65¢ 


BLACK 2% ano WHITE 


BLEACHING CREAM 


pe 
ss 








| SUBSCRIBE TO TAN 
| TODAY 
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WOMAN 
WANTS A BABY 


Doctor's Invention Gives New Help 


Any woman her s iol 6 hen Rows 
frvem Shag w gets own postal ave wi 8! 


y to become gnant— 8 won- 
yee called AD Is- A- GUIDE. Because ADVIS- 
A-GUIDE (which is a p ranseuty 
shows ae our own special days when yous are most Ii 

to be Most important—these special fertile Soea of 
yours ane the entydage when you will be most likely to 4 


coivea you get these fertile days of you: 
easily and simply when you use SADVIS-A-GUIDE, Best ofs ail 
the Church a d mended 


—Doctors and he Pproved and recommen 
ADVIS-A-GUIDE ey oon ‘Many ey have told me their 
ADVIS-A-GUIDE has helped make their married life a 
very happy time. Id, pd se you get 
it with 100% Just send LF ng 
pe a le ot om apy pckage 

vers your —sent you in a plain p 
marked with simple instructions— 




















ate vicinity before you look elsewhere 
for adventure. 


Without planning, your vacation is | 


wasted unless every minute is ac- | 


counted for. If (Continued on Page 82) | 


only $1. is 300% ‘gueren- 
tee: Use your AD ADvis Ae Guibe ay dT ee If yacese 4 


completely satistied—if you 

helps accans mania sae relations — return it to hy | 
send your full purchase price right back to by air- 
mail. (You can save 42c postage by Tait» nat 
Zim cash or money order or check, when Yo 

Mrs. J. L. Fredericks, Director, oe povenaly 
BIRTH RESEARCH CO., 1000 Gth Ave., New York 18, N.Y. 
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WANTED 
A MAN 


{ wave of warmness flowed through me 


as 


l 


murmured: “You really don’t need 
to ask that do you—Francis?” 


2? BEEN TO THE rest-room and fe- 

turning, I’d almost reached the col- 
lege president’s office when the short. 
broad figure of Tex Jones, the football 
coach, blocked my path. 

“Well, good morning, Mrs. Leeds,” 
he greeted with his version of a killing 
smile. “How’s about that date I’ve been 
begging for, lo these many moons? 





and fe- 
the col- 
» short, 
football 


Leeds,” 
killing 
ve been 


noons? 








-ure, "nuff, Vicky—aren’t you ever go- 
ag to give yours truly a break?” 


“The answer is still no,” I replied, 


.nowing my voice and look reflected my 


xtreme dislike. “Now would you be 


nd enough to get out of the way so that 


can return to my work?” 

“Hah!” he leered. “Some—work!” 

“Just what are you insinuating?” I 

omanded sharply. 

“Why uh—why nothin’,” he replied 

,a tone of overdone innocence. “But 
if J was Doc Duval and 
had me a lil ole gorgeous 
private secretary like you, 
well—” 

Just as a scathing reply 
rose to my lips, Jennie, 
Dr. Duval’s office clerk, 
stepped into the corridor 
and called, “Hey! Vicky! 
You're wanted.” 

I nodded and careful to 
avoid touching him, I hur- 
ried past Tex just as he 
murmured, “Baby, Jil 
say you’re wanted—by all 
and sundry, including one 
Tex Jones. But why be so 

vclusive, huh?” 

| paused, shocked that the ugly brute 
iared say such things. Then, fairly boil- 
ng, | swept into the office and as I 
passed Jennie’s desk, she muttered, 
“Somebody ought to brain that big 
ape!” 

| grabbed my stenographic book and 


pencil as I passed my own desk, then 
paused to say, “That’s exactly what I’d 
do if I were a man!” 

Jennie said dryly, “Honey, if you 


were, you wouldn’t have cause to slug - 


him. But know what?” 

I shook my head, wary of the teasing 
smile that had spread over Jennie’s face. 

“Well, I betcha if one Arthur Pres- 
cott ever heard ole alligator-mouth make 
a pass at you, he’d take a poke at him.” 

“Arthur’s not the pugnacious type,” 
I replied. “And besides, dearie, he’s just 
a casual friend.” 

“Uhuh,” Jennie drawled. “Could it 
be you're wrong on both counts?” 

“Positively not!” 

“Okay, okay. You better get on in 
there now, Vicky. His Nibs has buzzed 
for you twice.” 

I nodded, quickly smoothed my hair 
with my free hand, and went through 
the door whose frosted glass bore the 
legend: Francis X. Duval, and beneath 
it, president. And as I entered, my 
heart, as usual, started thumping when 
I met the gaze of the powerfully built 
man behind his king-sized, glass-topped 
desk. 

“Good morning, Mrs. Leeds,” he 
nodded, his resonant baritone vibrating 
through me like organ music. “You 
seem upset? Is anything wrong?” 

“Oh no,” I said hastily, more dis- 
turbed by his level, inquiring gaze than 
by anything Tex had said. I glanced 
down at my shorthand book and as- 
sumed an attitude of readiness to begin 
work, hoping the flustered way I felt 
didn’t show. However, when seconds 
passed and Dr. Duval failed to start dic- 

tating, I glanced up and saw 
that he was staring out of a 
window. 

As I had so many times be- 
fore, I thought what a hand- 
some man was the president of 
Clefton College, what with his 

rugged, leonine features, those piercing 
brown eyes, and those distinguished 
patches of silver at his temples. And I 
wondered what his reaction would be 
if he knew how strongly he attracted me, 
the kinds of feelings his nearness stirred 
in me, the uncontrollable thoughts which 
flickered through my. mind when, as 
now, I could watch him without his 
knowing it. 

If he had any inkling of all that, I 
thought wryly, he would probably fire 
me, for a love-smitten secretary could 


cause him trouble. And as I knew, my. 
being the replacement for elderly Adella 
Ames, his long-time old maid secretary. 
had been a topic of campus-wide discus- 
sion. Because while I know I am not 
exactly beautiful, neither am I repulsive. 
Besides, | am endowed physically in a 
way which men, usually find exciting. 
So when / arrived to take Miss Ames 
place, it was no surprise to learn that the - 
faculty fairly buzzed. Still, until: Tex 
Jones had mouthed his nasty insinua- 
tions shortly before, I hadn’t dreamed 
there might be any gossip at all about 
Dr. Duval and me. Because I was very 
much aware there wasn’t the slightest 
basis for such talk. 

Lost in such worried thoughts I was 
startled to discover that Dr. Duval’s gaze 
had shifted to me. And before he low- 
ered ‘his brilliant gaze I glimpsed the 
strange, brooding and somehow troubled 
look in them. And how my heart leaped! 
Because until that moment the always 
pleasant but impersonal surface of his 
manner had indicated little except a re- 
mote awareness of my very existence. 

Then came a real shock, for he asked 
gently and in a tone so—so personal that 
it made hot blood mount to my face, 
“Were you day-dreaming, too?” 

I practically gasped at not only the 
implication of his words, but at his 
abrupt and unexpected shift from the 
austere level of college president to that 
of a man, a male. An electric thrill 
flashed through me. I was so pleasure- 
ably flustered I only dared peek up at 
him from lowered lashes and give a shy, 
affirmative nod. 

“Would you—uh—care to tell me 
about it?” he inquired, his tone half 
teasing but wholly caressing. 

He made me feel like a little girl and 
I guess I acted like one when I ventured 
another quick peek, this time with a 
hurried negative headshake. 

“Child, child!” he laughed softly, 
“You are a delight!” 

As he spoke, he arose and standing 
beside me, touched my hair gently and 
in a low, cajoling voice asked, “Is it 
possible your daydream had anything’to 
do with us—Vicky?” 

A wave of warmness flowed through 
me, gave me courage, because he had 
never before used my first name . 
and because his question was even more 
revealing. I leaned against him, mur- 
muring, “You really don’t need to ask 
that do you— (Continued on Page 48) 
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MARRIAGE CAN HURT YOUR 


USIC HAS BEEN good to me. | 
mean jazz music, of course, for 
that is the kind that has meant the most 
to me. I’ve made and lost a fortune since 
I came out of Alabama State College in 
Birmingham in front of that great Bama 
State Collegians band in 1934 that pro- 
vided my springboard to fame and for- 
tune. 

Even today my mother, Mrs. Cary 
Hawkins, my sister, Rose, and my two 
brothers, Edward and James, talk about 
it occasionally when I’m home at 1247 
North Fourth Place, in the Birmingham, 
Ala. suburb of Enon Ridge, where I was 
born and now own the whole block. 
There I taught James to play the trumpet 
and he picked up more know-how while 


By ERSKINE HAWKINS 


he was in the Army. 

We remember the old days when I 
was studying under an ex-circus band 
sideman named “High C” Foster. He 
taught at. Tuggle Institute across the 
street from my home. Old “High C” 
could hit a high note any time you 
asked him. There was a trick in doing 
it and he had it mastered. He used to 
knock on the window with a long piece 
of peppermint candy when I dozed off. 
This was when I was studying cornet 
and my other teachers included Prof. 
Willis James at Alabama State. And 
there was old Fess Whatley who learned 
himself under High C Foster. Between 
the two I was kept. blowing that horn. 

I play every instrument in the band 





Flossie Hawkins is now teaching school again in her native Florida after marriage to 
20th Century Gabriel went on rocks. She’s had him jailed for non-support. 
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and took up cornet last. My first in. 
strument, the very first, were the snare 
drums. You ought to hear me play tenor 
and alto saxophone, the trombone, bas 
fiddle and the piano! Don’t get me 
wrong, I’m no Yardbird Parker, Pre: 
Young, no J. J. Johnson, Slam Stewart 
or Teddy Wilson, but I could get paid 
good money for playing any of thes 
instruments. 

Today, after traveling the United 
States so many times I can’t begin to 
count the trips and tours I’ve made 
since I left the Alabama State campu: 
in Montgomery. 

Here’s a list of the musicians who 
were in my band in 1934 both at school 
and when we first turned professional: 
Dud Bascombe, trumpet; Paul Bas. 
combe, Haywood Henry and Richard 
Sanford, tenor saxes; Jimmy Mitchell, 
alto; Marcellus Green, Bob Range and 
Edward Simms, trombones; Big Jack 
Morrison, drums; Lee Stanfield, bass 
fiddle; William McLemore, guitar, and 
Avery Parrish, piano.. Charles Dozier, 
a drummer, replaced Big Jack not long 
after we started moving. 

Others who came in later were Bill 
Johnson, also sax; Julian Dash, tenor 
sax, and Sam Lowe, trumpet. Bill and 
Julian wrote my theme, Tuxedo Junc: 
tion. Jimmy Mitchell, Richard and San- 
ford were our vocalists, as was another 
discovery of mine, a nice quiet little 
guy with reddish hair from Jacksonville. 
Fla., by the name of. William Daniels. 
The world today knows him as Billy 
(Old Black Magic) Daniels and although 
he is now rich, he’s had some of my 
troubles with women, but not exactly 
like mine because my headaches have all 
stemmed from differences I’ve had with 
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Flossie, my first and only wife. 

But Billy’s various marriages haven’t 
hurt his career as has mine, because 
he’s been able somehow to glamorize 
his bustups and squabbles to his ad- 
vantage. In fact, it looks like luck is 
with him that way. I haven’t read any- 
where of any of Billy’s wives having him 
put in jail. Mine did and you can guess 
how that hurts a bandleader. 

However, let me tell you how I got 
married, I mean what happened lead- 
ing up to it. We played dance dates 
all the way from Birmingham to New 
York, all the jerk water spots. We played 
what we knew best: the best liked swing 
and blues. Every time out, we kept ’em 
talking about us. People were excited 
over this “wild” bunch of young college 
students playing all that “groovy music.” 

We got us a manager—a New York 
big shot named Feets Edson, who was 
tight with the big New York mob. Old 
Feets got us our first big time job in 
the Big Apple, a long engagement at 
Connie’s Inn when Joe Springer was 
manager there. We also opened the old 
Ubangi Club on Broadway where Bird- 
land is today. Springer was manager 
there, also. It was at the Ubangi where 
Billy Daniels joined us. He was work- 
ing at the old Hotcha Bar and Grill at 
134th and Seventh in Harlem when he 
came down for an audition, singing 
Diane. 

There was a fellow in Harlem who 
was behind me from the jump, his name 
was Henry Minton. His place in Harlem 
is called Minton’s Playhouse and it’s the 
spot where a bunch of musicians back 
in 194] came together and started play- 
ing some music they called “bebop.” 

“I knew all of ’em—Dizzy Gillespie, 





Erskine Hawkins, famed trumpeter-band leader, believes careers and mar- 
riages won't jell unless there’s a “perfect understanding” between husband 
and wife over “innocent” things that may happen to them. 


Fats Navarro, Thelonious Monk, Kenny 
Clarke, Yardbird Parker, Babs Gonzales, 
Dexter Gordon and Lester Young. Later, 
Billy Eckstine, Al Haig, and Max Roach 
joined them along with Eddie (Lock- 
jaw) Davis and Lucky Thompson. Min- 
ton, a wealthy man, who kept me alive 
in New York in those days, also kept 
those guys going. 

My biggest break in New York in 
those days came in 1935 when Moe Gale, 
the Broadway booking agent, and Char- 
lie Buchanan, owners of the Savoy Ball- 
room in Harlem, heard my band and 
signed me to a long time contract at 
the dancehall, most famous in the world. 
We alternated there with other Gale 
managed bands that in time to come 
included Lucky Millinder, Al Cooper’s 
Savoy Sultans, Cootie Williams, Buddy 
Johnson, and others. 

When we were not scheduled for the 
“Track” as the Savoy is known, we were 
on the road. The same year I went to the 
Track, I got married to a girl I had been 
dating for quite some time named Filos- 


sie Browning of Daytona, Fla. She knew 
me in the days when I was scuffling to 
get some bread. We figured we were for 
each other and got married in New 
York. She was teaching school in her 
hometown, but quit to come North with 
me. 

That, I think now, was the biggest 
mistake I ever made for she has cost 
me over $100,000 in cash, worry, loss 
of time and prestige during our years 
of fighting in court. 

We lived together about 14 years be- 
fore we got into it. It was my fault 
from the beginning. I’m man enough to 
admit it, too. I don’t like to blame the 
women as some guys do. When the finger 
points at me, I don’t try to duck. Every- 
body should know how a bandleader is 
a sitting duck for the chicks. Up there 
on the stand, he’s being shot at by every 
type of female you can think of. All 
they’ve got in their heads is that here’s 
a guy all the women are shooting at. 

Not that I’d win any beauty contests. 
You can look (Continued on Page 52) 
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Dr. Frank found medicine 


wasn’t all Grace wanted. 


TENGEANCE IS MINE, sayeth the 
Lord! 

That’s the way the words go in the 
Bible. But when I set out deliberately to 
destroy another human being. Biblical 
passages meant about as much to me as 
a Skid row garbage can bone to a Park 
avenue pooch. 

I knew how to love when | was a wee 
thing. And I learned how to hate before 
| was twenty. 

| loved my mother. To me she was a 
saint. She was also father. friend. sister. 
brother—everything | had. My dad was 
someone | knew litthe about and for 


whom l cared less. When | was old 


enough to grasp the idea, | discovered 


that dad had been a conceited playboy 
who gol tired of Mom and left her to 
take care of herself and me the best way 
she could. 

The best (Continued on Page 74) 















Bassist Percy Heath “saws cool sounds.” 





HE PROBLEM has obsessed the 
best minds in jazz. 

“How,” they asked, “can you clothe 
jazz in forms approaching the great 
classical masterpieces and still retain the 
burning warmth of Louis Armstrong. 
the bitter honesty of Billie Holiday and 
the driving beat of Count Basie?” 

“Impossible,” the purists answered. 
But the search continued, for mountain 
peaks and impossibilities have an un- 
deniable fascination for men who dare 
and dream. 

In the work of the Modern Jazz Quar- 
tet, most jazz musicians and practically 
all critics see signs of the best answer 
since Duke Ellington penned his mem- 
orable Concerto For Cootie. Organized 
two years ago as a cooperative venture, 
the MJQ has been called the most vital 
force in modern jazz. Rhapsodized critic 
Nat Hentoff: “. . . the best integrated, 
most creatively evolving small combo 
in jazz.” 

Two-time winners of the Downbeat 
International Jazz Critics Poll (140 for 
the MJQ, 15 for Dave Brubeck in 1955), 
the quartet expresses the musical person- 
ality of composer-pianist John Aaron 
Lewis, who discusses jazz in terms of 
structure, overall meaning and unity. 
These are, to be sure, strange words in 
the mouth of a jazz artist. But Lewis is 
not an ordinary jazz man. Well-trained 
in the classical genre, he writes and the 
Modern Jazz Quartet plays compositions 

that fuse Bach, Basie and the blues. 
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The group’s success stems, in a large 
measure, from the harmonious blending 
of its members: bassist Percy Heath, 
drummer Connie Kay, vibraphonist Miit 
Jackson and Lewis. Unlike most modern 
jazz men, they have roots firmly ground- 
ed in the clay of jazz traditions. No 
mamby-pamby, limp-backed dilettantes, 
they dig in—even on fugues—and 
swing. 


- SPITE OF, or perhaps because of, 

his background, Lewis is in many 
ways a direct descendant of Duke Elling- 
ton, whose excursions into form he is 
continuing. Like Ellington, he has an 
unparalleled sense of melody (his 
Django is one of the prettiest melodies 
ever written by a jazz man). Like El- 
lington also, he is expressing himself 
through a group of musicians who reach 
their individual heights in the wholeness 
of a collective musical instrument. 

Of his ideals, Lewis says: “They stem 
from what led to and became Count 
Basie’s band of the thirties and forties. 
This group produced an integration of 
ensemble playing which projected—and 
sounded like—the spontaneous playing 
of ideas which were the personal expres- 
sion of each member of the band rather 
than the arranger or composers. This 
band had some of the greatest jazz solo- 
ists exchanging and improvising ideas 


with and counter to the ensemble and 
thythm section, the whole permeated 
with the folk-blues element developed 


to a most exciting degree.” 

The Modern Jazz Quartet fits the 
ideal. There are no stars, in the true 
sense of the word. Indeed, the quartet 
is leaderless. Lewis, the arranger, is the 
musical director. Other functions are 
handled by Milt, Heath and Kay. Heath, 
for example, is the public relations direc- 
tor. 

Happily, the men share a common 
All are graduates of the 


of Advanced 


background. 
Parker-Gillespie School 
Jazz. 


ILTON “BAGS” JACKSON, 33, 

was the first vibraphonist to play 
be-bop. A native of Detroit, he studied 
music at Michigan State College, later 
played with Dizzy Gillespie and Woody 
Herman. He was named No. 1 vibra- 
phone player in the 1955 jazz critics pol: 
of Downbeat magazine. An accom- 
plished composer (Ralph’s New Blues), 
he is the main melodic voice of the 
quartet. 


ERCY HEATH, 33, is one of the 

most-often recorded bass players in 
jazz. A native of Wilmington, N. C., he 
studied music at the Granoff School of 
Music in Philadelphia, later played with 
Howard McGhee, Dizzy Gillespie and 
Miles Davis. He has a booming tone and 
superb technique. 


ONNIE KAY, who replaced Kenny 
Clarke in 1955, has been praised 








Milt Jackson 





Connie Kay 


for his sensitive brush work, providing, 
one critic said, “a new dimension in jazz 
percussion sensitivity.” On some num- 
bers, Kay functions as another voice, 
playing lines of the melody. 

In the beginning, Lewis, Jackson, 
Heath and their first drummer, Kenny 
Clarke, were hounded by the necessity of 
correlating art and bread. They got 
together for eight weeks in the fall of 
1952 at the Downbeat Club in New 
York. Since there was no great clamor 
for their offerings, they broke up. From 
time to time, however, they held re- 
unions and on (Continued on Page 80) 
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How could a young woman face her faithful husband after she had 
one of the Ten Commandments by playing mistress to 


his best friend? There was an answer, but would she accept it? 
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When ugly scenes from her lonely childhood haunted Janet, she 


would shut them out with bridge and socials . . . until something happened 
in her neighborhood one day to remind her there was a place in 


her orderly existence of today for yesterday’s poverty. 
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HE AMBULANCE WAS DUE any 

minute now. I eased to the outside 
of the crowd and slipped away. Poor 
little tyke. It was a shame that he got 
hit, but I couldn’t do anything for him 
by staying there. Besides, I’d have to 
step on it or be late. We were playing 
bridge at Anne’s house this afternoon 
and Anne was a stickler for punctuality. 

The accident haunted my steps as I 
walked along. A picture stayed before 
my mind and I couldn’t brush it aside. 
A lifeless looking bundle of clothes on 
the pavement; blue jeans and a dirty red 
sweater. Blood, the same shade as the 
Sweater. oozing from the nose and from 
a bad looking gash on the tiny forehead. 
One of the sweater sleeves had a jagged 
hole at the elbow and the arm it cov- 


ered was lying at an awkward angle, 





back and away from the body. 

I shuddered. Damn speed demons, 
anyway! I hoped fervently that this 
driver would get the book thrown at 
him. I deliberately fed coals to the heat 
of my anger trying to erase the picture, 
but it was no use. Poor little kid. 
Would he live? I hadn’t needed to see 
his face to recognize him. Georgie 
Hammett, from up the street. He and 
his mother lived in the dilapidated 
apartment house that was such an eye 
sore to our community. 

We had tried for years to get the 
building condemned and now, at last. 
there was a petition pending that just 
might do the job for us. 

Where Mr. Hammett was, no one 
knew. Beaulah insisted there had never 
been a Mr. (Continued on Page 81) 








Vary had a little slam to make this time—in 
hearts. I studied each face. The hearts in this 
room—mine included—were as empty as the 
cardboard ones Mary was drawing towards her. 








“Mrs. Carter lit her cigaret and told me she wanted to 
teach me how to dance... . 1 didn’t learn anything 
about dancing—but what I did learn was plenty. 
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When a handsome teen-age newspaper 


boy found out what interested women 


most, he made headlines doing it. 


HAT BOY WAS BORN to break hearts. 

That’s what my grandmother used to say. I re- 
member her saying it when I was just old enough to un- 
derstand—and be proud of—her words. She kept saying 
it, over and over again. Not always in words. Sometimes 
she said it in the way her eyes went soft whenever she 
looked at me, the way she gave in every single time I 
wanted a toy or a privilege or a cookie. 

She loved me—grandmother did. I was all she had to 
live for. My father, her son, had wandered off into his 
own world somewhere and my mother had died—proba- 
bly from the grief of losing him—when I was very small. 
She loved me. She spoiled me—my grandmother—and 
she never failed to look at me as if I were a miracle to 
behold. 

I was quite ready to believe I was a miracle. At an age 
when you’re not supposed to understand the significance 
of vanity, I was the most self-centered, self-admiring, con- 
ceited little joker you’d want to meet. Many a time I 
stared in the mirror at my tawny brown complexion, 
smooth as the skin of a grape, my big, widely innocent 
eyes with the black lashes almost a bit too long for a boy, 
my coal black, wavy hair which grandma used to love to 
run her fingers through. 

Being so spoiled at home, I didn’t quite know how to 
take growing up into being a boy of thirteen and fourteen 
in my neighborhood. I found that getting out there with 
the kids my age was a different proposition from my life 
in the orbit of love of my grandparents. I found I couldn’t 
have my way whenever I wanted to and that my smart 
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alec attitude with the boy gang of the neighborhood got 
me nothing but black eyes and fights out of which I usual- 
ly emerged the loser. Grandma was usually furious when 
I'd been beaten in a street fight and wanted to storm into 
the home of the parents of the offending boy. But that 
was one thing that made grandpa put his foot down. 
“He'll have to learn to fight his own battles and if he 
can’t protect himself against boys his own age and size, 
he’ll have to keep on getting beat,” grandpa said grimly. 
No tears or pleading from grandma could change that. 
I learned two things as a result of grandpa’s firm stand. 
I learned not to agitate myself into fights and beatings— 
and I learned to put up a show of defending myself when 
35 








































I did get involved with my fists. But this 
didn’t relieve the unhappy confusion in 
which I found myself with my fellow 
youngsters. Everyone in the gang could 
beat me running, playing handball, play- 
ing basketball, swimming — anything 
which exhibits a growing boy’s proud 
prowess. 

The other kids laughed at me and 
ridiculed my efforts. I was uncomfort- 
able when I was with them, feeling like 
an outsider, an outcast. But there was 
no other company to be had, I thought. 
I thought that until I discovered sex. 

It wasn’t that I didn’t know anything 
about girls. When the fellows got tired 
of physical exertion, our favorite sport 
was sitting on somebody’s front doorstep 
telling dirty stories we had heard and 
relating romantic personal experiences 
which were ninety percent untrue. Then 
there was Jerry Carter, who worked in 
the grocery store as delivery boy and 
who had been through one rewarding ex- 


the word “cute” but I liked the idea. 
Why then couldn’t I have thrilling ex- 
periences so I could feel worldly-wise 
and tell my stories to the gang? Sud- 
denly an idea came to me. Jerry Noble, 
even when he was on the job, was the 
neatest-dressed boy in the neighborhood. 
Maybe that was what brought him ad- 
venture. Maybe it was clothes that did it. 

How to get some new clothes—some 
sharp stuff like Jerry wore? I didn’t 
want to bother my grandparents. Selfish 
as I was, I knew that they gave me 
everything they could afford and some 
things they couldn’t. No, I wanted to get 
new clothes by earning the money my- 
self. That would make me feel kinda 
proud anyway, even if it didn’t work— 
with the girls. 

One Saturday afternoon, while doing 
an errand for my grandmother, | stopped 
to read a huge sign in a store window. 
The sign said that boys were wanted to 
deliver newspapers. That sounded real 





I found out love-starved women are alike— 


they all want just one thing... 





perience with a love-starved housewife. 
He told the story over and over and our 
eyes glistened. We never tired of hear- 
ing him and he never tired of his audi- 
ence. On rare nights, lurking around 
the neighborhood, sprawled out like an 
Army scout patrol, one of the fellows 
would spot some absent-minded, unsus- 
pecting woman who was preparing for 
bed and had forgotten to pull her shades 
down. Such an opportunity represented 
a high point in our young boy lives. 

Even at these times when all of us 
seemed uncommonly close together be- 
cause of our deep interest in sex, I felt 
ill at ease, out of place. I was certain 
that of all the fellows I was the most in- 
nocent, the most ignorant in this all- 
important phase of life. Like on the 
track or baseball court—I just didn’t be- 
long. 

I began to make a close study of the 
fellows who seemed to be the most suc- 
cessful with girls. None of them, I knew, 
could hold,a candle to me when it came 
to good looks. It was almost embarrass- 
ing—although I liked it very much—the 
way girls used to get fresh with me on 
the streets and at school and make com- 
ments about me being “cute.” I hated 
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easy so I went inside to investigate. I 
was amazed to find out that, with tips, 
I could make as much as ten dollars a 
week on a route. It sounded like a for- 
tune to me. All I had to do was get my 
grandparents’ consent and to put up a 
bond of twenty-five dollars to guarantee 
that I wouldn’t run off with the collec- 
tions. 

I was happy and excited. I could per- 
suade grandpa to loan me the twenty-five 
dollars and pay him back about five dol- 
lars a week out of my earnings. Grand- 
pa liked the idea. He muttered something 
about it being a good thing for every 
boy to sell papers. Grandma looked 
troubled and I knew that she didn’t ap- 
prove of her precious grandson doing 
anything so adventurous as becoming a 
newsboy. But I took care of her with a 
pleading smile and everything was set- 
tled the way I wanted it. 

I was awfully proud the first week 
when I turned in my collections and re- 
ceived my pay. Of course, I was a little 
disappointed when | found out that col- 
lections I hadn’t made—when the people 
weren't home or told me to come back— 
came out of my money. But that would 
just teach me to be a little more strict 
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Mary’s heart pounded as she waited in the 

darkened apartment for her young lover to 

ring the bell and jokingly say: “I’ve come 
for my dancing lesson.” 


about getting the money. I only drew 
seven dollars. I gave grandpa five and 
tucked away the two in an empty coffee 
can which I was going to use to hold my 
wealth. 

At the end of the first month | had 
saved about thirty-five dollars. I felt 
like a wealthy tycoon or a Texas guy who 
struck oil. And just as I was beginning 
to really respect my own ability to make 
money for myself, I found an easier way 
out—a way which influenced my whole 
life from that point on. 

On a Sunday afternoon, I had just 
finished my route when I doubled back 








to the apartment of a woman who had 
stuck her head out the window earlier 
and told me to come back for my money 
Monday since she was still in bed. | 
wasn’t letting her get away with that. I'd 
learned my lesson about those “come 
back tomorrow” customers. I rang the 
bell marked Carter and waited. I didn't 
get the buzzer. Maybe she had gone out! 
to church. I pushed the buzzer agai 
just for kicks and was giving up and 
half way out the front door when the 
buzzer sounded so loud in my ear tha 
I almost jumped. I got into the door ani 
up the steps fast. I was glad I wasn! 
going to have to miss this collection. The 
Carters owed (Continued on Page 71) 
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HE SOUND OF MY doorbell pene- 

trated my deep sleep. Awakening like 
i ; a drunkard, I found it hard to believe 
sier way 


my ears. I hadn’t heard the sound of the 
y whole ; 


doorbell or the ringing of the telephone 
ad just in days now—what seemed like eterni- 
od tal ties. No doubt, it was one of those bad 
ho hal kids, playing the tricks kids play in city 
| ea apartment houses—or some aggressive 
y ment salesman offering wares. Unvwillingly, 
~— sluggishly, I got out of bed, put on my 


hat. I'd bathrobe and slippers and went out into 


the hall to press the buzzer opening the 
door five flights down. 
1 didn’ “Who’s there?” I called down the 
— stairs 
“Airmail special delivery,” a bored 
voice replied. 
Could it be that Andrew had decided 
to write—that he wanted to come back? 
Impossible! And, if it were a letter from 
Andrew, I dreaded receiving it. He was 
the last person on earth I wanted to hear 
from or see. Impatiently, I waited while 


On the day that I received a letter that should have made me the happiest person in 





the messenger climbed the steps with 
maddening slowness. 


I'd rather be in hell than 


Andrew! 
to live with him another day of my life. 
Unhappy as | was, tolerating this lonely. 
unnatural existence. | wanted no part 
of the man who had practically be- 
Witched me into becoming a she-devil, a 
woman possessed of evil. 

The messenger reached the landing 
and handed me an envelope. I signed for 
it hastily and stood there as he descended 
the steps—stood. gazing with disbelief at 
the handwriting. immediately recogniza- 
Ble. but which | hadn’t seen for a long 


for it, held it as if to open it, then put it 
back. I couldn’t bear to open it yet. It 
was as though it was written judg- 
ment, handed to a condemned mur- 
derer. | wanted to put off reading it. I 
wanted to think—as I’d done so many, 
many times—about my life, the way I 
had betrayed my own flesh and blood 
because of my selfish lust for a worthless 
man. 

Tommy! No one, knowing the strange 
history of my life, would believe that 
now I love him with a passionate yearn- 
ing. No one would believe that the hate I 
once bore for him is a guilty thing in my 


memory—the hate I bore when he was a 


Tommy Gordon had caught up with me 
I thought of the spiteful gossip whic! 
was the favorite indoor sport of men a 
well as women of the small community 
the malicious glee which would be r 
flected on the faces of girls and boys 
my own age who had always been to 
to look upon our family as the outstan 
ing Christian example of our neighh: 
itereye B 

I remembered how I had pleaded wit 
Tommy ice) borrow money somewhere | 
take me away to another city wher 
could have an operation so no one wou 
ever know. 

“Don’t worry. honey, don’t worry 


time. 
It was a letter from my son. Tommy. baby, warm, tender, newborn in my _ bit.” Tommy had soothed me. “I 
working out a little deal now. It'll 


Dr. Thomas Hutchins the neatly em- 
bossed printing in the top left hand cor- 
ner read. Dr. Thomas Hutchins. Green- 
wich, Connecticut. 

The sight of the name set my breast 
heaving as | fought back a rush of scald- 
ing tears. Tommy. Why should he write 
me?’ Why should he even admit that | 
existed ? Even if the letter was an angry. 
@eeusing one—and | didn’t see how it 
could be anything else—I didn’t deserve 
that. For. the wrongs | have done my 
Own son are so despicable that he has 
every right to ignore me in life and to be 
relieved when I am dead. 

Slowly. I shuffled back into the tomb- 


@uiet apartment. back into my bedroom. 


arms. 

Yes, I hated my own child those first 
moments of his life when I lay, weak and 
frightened, in the hospital. Hated him 
because he was the living counterpart of 
the man I'd loved so dearly, Tommy 
Gordon. Tommy Gordon—who had had 
his pleasure with me and disappeared 
from my life when I became pregnant. 

I hated the baby because, in his tiny, 
squirming presence in my arms, he con- 
firmed the shame and disgrace which | 
would suffer as long as I lived in the 
small South Carolina town where I had 
been born. I remembered the shocked 
anger of my father, a part-time minister 


who preached hell and brimstone on 


straight any day soon and I'll be able t 
take you away with me—not for an 


eration. I don’t want you to go throu; 
that. | 
want to marry you.” 

But the gray days had gone by a 


want you to have our baby 


the “‘deal”’ never materialized. When 1 
condition had become so advanced tha 
had to confess to my folk, Tommy G 
don was gone, vanished. 

Bitterly, I looked at the wrinkled. 
wanted bundle of humanity in my ar: 
And then I- would 
stay in my home town to be pointed 
talked about and laughed at. I w 
not be saddled down with a father! 


I made a vow. 


Gown the long. narrow hall. The enve- Sundays and drove for the town’s lead- child. I would plan and scheme s 
ing white businessman on weekdays. I how to go away where no one knew 


lope trembled in my hands. | placed it 
Slant-wise on the small table beside my 
bed. I sat there looking at it. reached 


remembered how Ma crumpled into tears 
when she learned that my sinning with 


where I could make a fresh start in 
get a break. feel free to be like other g 
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the world, I faced what I’'d known for years—my secret sin would return to haunt me. 
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f nineteen who wanted love and a fu- 
ire. I would get rid of this baby whose 
‘ry existence was a threat and a prom- 
of constant memory of my sin, my 
olish faith in Tommy and his betrayal 
f me. 
Home from the hospital, I pretended 
he sick and helpless for days. My sim- 
ated weakness was a protection against 
scorn of my father and the silent re- 
vach which mother couldn't quite 
sk from her eyes. All the while. I was 
sperately casting about for a plan to 
t away when I chose to get back on my 
et. It was a miracle of circumstance to 
ceive a letter from New York City- 
mn my best girl friend Eva Clarke. Eva 
| left home a year ago to live with her 
itives in Harlem. I had heard from 
once or twice and had always been 
ed with ungrudging envy at her de- 
iption of life in the big city, the good 
ing job she had found. the many 
ends she had made—and the good 
es. the freedom from over-anxious 
rents and the relief of not having to 
ember constantly that she was a 
oro. 
\s I read Eva’s letter—she evidently 
idn’t yet heard about my misfortune— 
vonderful thought occurred to me. 
hy couldn’t I go to New York to live? 
hy not write Eva and tell her the mis- 
ble truth. appeal to her to lend me the 
ney to get away? We had always been 
lose as sisters and I was certain there 
sn't anything Eva wouldn't do to help 


If she didn’t have the money saved, 


she could borrow it. She’d know that | 
would repay her when I could. 

I wrote a long letter to Eva. I didn’t 
want to give it to anyone in the house to 
mail. I didn’t want my folk to be able 
to figure out where I had gone when | 
left. The next night. they were out at 
church. I slipped into my clothes and 
went down to the corner mail box. As | 
dropped the letter in, my heart was 
much lighter than it had been for many 
a day. 

Should | 


leave him with my family? They loved 


I thought about Tommy. 


him very much and couldn’t understand 
why I readily gave him up to their care 
and attention. I guess they attributed 
my indifference to the baby to my sup- 
posed weakness. No. I wouldn't leave 
him. I would take him to the city with 
me. Eva would help me solve the prob- 
lem of getting him adopted. That way. 
he'd be out of my life. for good. And Eva 
would keep my secret. I was lucky to 
have such a good and trustworthy friend. 

I hadn't misjudged her friendship. A 
week later. a sympathetic letter came 
from Eva. She had enclosed. carefully 
folded between several sheets of letter 
paper. ten ten-dollar bills. 

“I was going to wire the money or 
send you a money order.” she wrote. 
‘But. since you said you wanted to keep 
this thing a secret, I decided to take a 
chance on mailing you the cash.” 

The letter contained instructions as to 
how to contact Eva when I arrived. 

I had to plan my departure very care- 


fully, for I wanted no interference. I set 
my date for leaving a week from the day 
the money came. That day, the Sunday 
School was having its all-day picnic and 
I would be left home alone. I was happy 
when my mother decided against ha 
plan to take Tommy. 

“He'll be company for you.” she told 
me. 

\ couple of days before the picnic, | 
announced that I was well enough to he 
up and around. This gave me a chance 
to get back the strength which had been 
ebbing from me by my long stay in bed 
I began slyly getting my clothes ready, 
preparing everything for a fast de- 


parture. 


WO HOURS AFTER my folk had 

left the house for the picnic, 1 was 
on a New York-bound train. I had left a 
note for my parents. telling them why I 
had to leave. asking them not to worry 
and promising to keep in touch with 
them. As the train pulled out of the sta- 
tion and quickly bore me away from fa- 
miliar surroundings. | began to feel 
frightened about the big step I was tak- 
ing. I wondered if I would really be 
able to make it in a new, strange city. 
The only thing I had in life, beside my 
few belongings, was Tommy. I think 
that’s when I first began to really pay 
attention to him and. out of my own 
need for sympathy, to feel sorry for the 
little thing. 

He was so tiny, so helpless. I experi- 


enced a surge (Continued on Page 60) 








A column-reading father writes to 
ask: “Why don’t you remind us more 
often of the household hazards that 
beset the into-everything toddler? We 
never thought about the gas jets until 
Lizbeth turned on the oven and the 
door blew out. Fortunately no one was 
hurt, but it gave us a shock.” This 
column does offer safety hints from 
time to time—and here are a few more 
suggestions that make good kitchen 
sense. 


* Don’t leave poisonous cleaning 
agents in close-to-the-floor cupboards. 


* Close cabinet drawers and doors 
immediately to prevent bumps. 


* A dangling iron cord can lead to 
disaster. Same goes for the toaster. 


* Store matches and sharp knives in 
a safe, out-of-reach place. 


* Turn pot handles inward, away 
from edge of stove. 
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FEATURE OF THE MONTH 
(Fall Menu Magic) 
New Gerber Junior Macaroni, Tomato, 
Beef and Bacon 


Here’s hearty autumn eatin’ for the 
brisk days ahead — and as delicious 
and nourishing a dish as you would 
want for your toddler. Excellent com- 
bination of meat, milk, egg and cereal 
proteins — and all this nourishment 
brightened with the wonderful flavors 
of beef, bacon and vitamin-C rich to- 
matoes. Like all Gerber Junior Foods, 





it has a tender, evenly minced texture 
that tots with teeth can manage nicely. 


Hand-y hint. Those small, terry-cloth 
guest towels are wonderful for grimy- 
fingered toddlers. Tots love to have 
their own possessions—and the mini- 
ature towels are easier for you to 
launder. 


Foot-loose. Toddler’s feet grow so fast 
the life-span of socks is pretty short. 
Economy note: the new nylon stretch- 
able socks that stretch to fit growing 
feet. Last for inches and inches. 


| Gerbefil armour® 
B mes 


Did you know that rapidly growing 
tots need 3 times as much protein per 
pound of body weight as adults? 
That’s because proteins are vital to 
growth and the development of all 
body structures. Gerber Strained and 
Junior Meats are rich in complete 
proteins. Made from succulent 
Armour cuts; with fat and coarse 
tissue reduced to a minimum for 
extra-easy digestibility. 8 savory 
Strained Meats for small ones. 5 
Junior Meats for tots with teeth. All 
are 100% meat with just enough 
broth to enhance flavor and texture. 


Babies are our business...our only business 
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IS YOUR CHILD 
A BED WETTER? 


HE PROBLEM of bed-wetting seems 
to be one that anxious parents are 
constantly concerned about. What to do 
when Johnny or Mary reaches the age of © 
two or three or four and sometimes five 
without also having achieved night time 
bladder control. 
My most recent query came from the ~ 
‘mother of five year old Ray. A bright, 
active and intelligent boy who was quite 





| advanced in all other aspects of his de- 
| velopment, but persisted in wetting the 
| bed. 

| After a complete physical examination 
| where the results showed that there were 
| no clinical or organic reasons for bed- 
| wetting, I asked his mother, Mrs. Gra- 
| ham, to come in for a chat about the 
| situation. 

After some initial inquiries, I was not 
surprised to hear Mrs. Graham say, “I 
hate to brag, Doctor, but Ray was com- 
| pletely trained before he was a year old. 
| As soon as he could set up I put him on 
| the toilet every hour or so, and we never 
| had any problems until recently. He 
knows that I can’t stand this kind of 
| thing. Sometimes I feel that he wets the 
_ bed out of sheer meanness.” 
| Without knowing, this mother, who 

was an otherwise devoted parent, had 
| given me the key to her child’s problem. 
| Her own anxiety and over-anxiousness in 
| his infancy when she prided herself on 
| having trained a year old. 

| Now at five, the child was repaying 
| her for the unreasonably early training 
| that he had been subjected to by regu- 
| larly wetting the bed. 

It is an accepted fact that too early 
‘training, too much training and too 
much emphasis or severity in the train- 
ing program can cause wetting that per- 
sists, or that begins long after the train- 
ing program has ended. 

The age at which children normally 
stop wetting (Continued on Page 81) 
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™ Gr VACATION DAYS 
out the 
OFT, COOL WINDS and the crisp 
soon ye rustle of leaves let you know that 
mich vacation days are at an end, and it’s time 
— to settle down for fall and winter. Chil- 
ane old. dren begin their school activities and 
nim a the college crowd is all hepped up and 
no: ready for gay campus festivities. Mothers 
y. He too, start the long routine of getting the 
ind of . a youngsters ready for school, and the 
ets the Bp arrival of cooler days means that the 
house must be put in order for a more 
r, who set routine of daily life. eas 
t, had Outfitting the family is a real full time 
oblem. job, whether it’s for a first day at kinder- 
— garten, the last year at college, or the = 
self on ii first day on a new job, and shopping 
; trips usually fall on mother. 
ie. Meals too, are a problem as they take 
aining a dramatic change from simple, cold 
| roe - dishes to good hot, nourishing meals 
© | that are body-building and have eye- 
early ¥ appeal. Tan’s Home Service Section of- 
d - . fers you a few meal and shopping sug- 4 
train- 







gestions that can be a great deal of help / 
at per- 


to mothers. 









train- Shown is a gay blazer outfit by Jant- * 
zen that will be a hit with the college or | 
mally career crowd. 






e $l) 


















at. 





Ham Chowder 
Melt 4 tablespoons butter in saucepan. Add 2 chopped onions, and 2 
cups cubed, cooked ham. Saute until onions are tender. Add 4 cups 
diced potatoes and I cup water. Cover and cook 10 minutes. Sprinkle 
4 cup flour, Yg tsp. pepper and salt over 1 qt. liquefied dry milk. 
Beat until blended. Combine milk and ham mixtures and cook over 


49 low heat until thick. 






Dry Milk 
Makes 


Delicious 
Dishes 


HE SMART HOMEMAKER who 

uses dry milk can cut corners on her 
food budget with big nutrition dividends 
for her family. Dry milk is inexpensive 
and may be used as freely as fresh milk 
in everything from soup to sherbet. It is 
actually top-quality, fresh pasteurized 
milk from which only the fat and water 
are removed. 

Dry milk powder can be purchased in 
three packaged sizes. The smaller box 
contains three individual envelopes, each 
making one quart of milk. The other 
two handy packages include a one-pound 
box that makes five quarts of liquid milk, 
and the family-size or economical pack- 
age that makes three gallons for as little 
as seven cents a quart. Since dry milk 
liquifies immediately even in ice water, 
it can be used for drinking, cooking, or 
stored in the refrigerator for later use. 

Calorie counters will be interested in 
knowing that dry milk contains only 
one-half the amount of calories found 
in fresh milk. Ninety-nine percent of the 
fat has been removed but it is still rich 
in other important milk nutrients. The 
dairy sweet flavor and low cost of dry 
milk makes it one of the best year-round 
food buys on the market. 

Mothers too, will be pleased to see how 
dry milk can be used for children who 
are not too fond of milk, by utilizing it 
in unusual dishes, as shown on these 


pages. 
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Onion and Cheese Custard 
Saute 3 cups sliced onion in 2 tbsps. butter until lightly 
browned. Place in bottom of 1% qt. casserole and sprin- 
kle with Yo lb. shredded cheese. Place 2 cups water in 
deep bowl and sprinkle surface with 34 cup dry milk, 1 
tsp. salt, 1 tsp. curry powder, and beat smooth. Add 4 
eggs and beat smooth. Pour over cheese and onions in 
casserole. Place casserole in pan filled with 14% inches 
of water and bake in moderate oven 35-40 minutes. 


Curried Beef 
Saute 1 chopped onion, 4% cup sliced mushrooms in 2 
tbsps. butter. Add 1 lb. boneless chuck, cut in 1l-inch 
cubes and brown. Add YY cup water; cover and simmer 
45 minutes. Pour 2 cups liquefied dry milk into 1 qt. 
bowl. Combine 5 tbsps. flour, 1 tsp. salt, 1 tsp. curry 
powder, 4 tsp. paprika and 4 tsp. pepper and sprinkle 
over milk, Beat until blended and pour over meat mix- 
ture. Cook, stirring constantly until thickened. Serve 
with rice. 


Eggs Confetti 
Cook 4 slices bacon crisp, then crumble. Saute in 1 
tbsp. drippings 4% cup chopped onion, %4 cup chopped 
green pepper, 14 cup chopped pimiento. Pour 1% cups 
water in top of double boiler. Combine 3 tbsps. flour, 2 
cup dry milk powder, 1 tsp. salt and %4 tsp. pepper. 
Sprinkle over water and beat until blended. Cook until 
thick then stir in % lb. shredded cheddar cheese. Add 
onion mixture, 4 sliced hard cooked eggs and bacon. 
Serve over broiled tomato slices. 


Lobster Creme 
Saute 1 sliced onion, 1 3-oz. can sliced, drained mush- 
rooms, 1 5Y-0z. can drained rock lobster in 3 tbsps. 
butter. Pour 1% cups water in top of double boiler. Sprin- 
kle 14 cup dry milk powder, 3 tbsps. flour, 1 tsp. salt 
and dash of pepper over water, and blend well. Cook 
over hot water, stirring constantly until slightly thick. 
Stir in fish mixture and cook until heated. Remove from 
heat and serve over fluffy rice. 





































































LIGHTER SKIN LEADS THE WAY 
TO BRIGHTER EVENINGS! 


Have you ever noticed that all the 
nicest things happen to girls with 
ight, lovely and clear complexions? 
But wishing won’t lighten and 
brighten your skin—NADINOLA 
Bleaching Cream will! 


Just one jar of NADINOLA Bleach- 
ng Cream will prove to you what 
millions have long known about the 
learing action of NADINOLA Cream. 
Get NADINOLA today at your drug 
toilet counter. See how it gives 
our skin a lighter, brighter, health- 
appearance. Feel the thrill of 
knowing you look your best, as 
1asculine eyes follow you, and fem- 


FOR OILY SKIN 






skin and lessens shine at 
the same time. Two sizes, 
75c and $1,25 
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Se} S 
FOR DRY SKIN 

e original, ever-famous 
ola Bleaching Cream is 

1 with fine cosmetic oils 
eve dryness. 75c and $1.25 











inine voices say, ‘‘What a lucky girl 
—to have such a complexion!” 


NADINOLA works so surely, that 
results are guaranteed from just one 
jar. Let its famous action lighten 
your complexion, loosen blackheads, 
make your skin feel softer and 
smoother, as it makes you look 
younger and lovelier. There are two 
kinds of NADINOLA—one for oily 
skin, the other for dry skin. Both 
have the same fast bleaching and 
clearing effect. Both are guaranteed 
to satisfy you completely, or your 
money back. Get NADINOLA right 
away! NaADINOLA, Paris, Tennessee. 


New Nadinola Deluxe 
Bleaching Cream is non- 
oily, greaseless. Lightens 


BLEACHING CREAM 


Just one jar of Nadinola 
will make your complexion 
lighter, brighter and lovelier. 














Marbled Butterscotch 


Parfait 

Blend 1 4-o0z. pkg. butterscotch pudding 
mix and 5 tbsps. dry milk powder in sauce- 
pan. Gradually stir in 1% cups water un- 
til well blended. Cook over low heat until 
thick, stirring constantly. Cool to luke- 
warm Pour 3 cup water in 1-qt. bowl. 
Sprinkle Yg cup dry milk powder over 
water and beat until stiff, 8-10 minutes. 
Fold in pudding. Stir in Y2 cup semi-sweet 
chocolate chips. Pour into 6 serving dishes. 
Chill before serving. 


Fish Fillets in Cheese 


Sauce 
Cook 1 lb. frozen fish fillets in boiling 
salted water until it flakes. Drain and 
save fish liquor. Pour 2 cups liquor in 
top of double boiler. Sprinkle 2/; cup dry 
milk powder, 4 tbsps. flour, 1 tsp. salt, 
14 tsp. pepper over liquor and blend 
wel]. Cook and stir over hot water until 
thick. Stir in 1 tbsp. grated onion and 
\% 1b. shredded cheddar cheese. Add 1% 
cup ketchup, 1 tsp. Worcestershire sauce, 
fish and 1 pkg. cooked frozen peas. Heat 

and serve. 
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ADWARD DEASON IS, perhaps, 
the most popular male hair stylist 
in Los Angeles. Having an artistic flare 
for costume design as well as hair styl- 
ing, has made Eadward twice as consci- 
ous of the beauty needs of women, with 
the least amount of effort. Eadward feels 
that every woman can be glamorous if 
she desires, and since her hair is the 
crowning point of her beauty, special 
thought should be given to its care. 
The new trend for pin curls on 











PIN CURLS FOR STRAIGHTENED HAIR 


straightened hair has had a lot of suc- 
cess and is certainly most practical. 
Eadward has created his own method 
which seems to be fool-proof and does 
an excellent job. He uses his own special 
cream which has a softening effect on 
the hair, and is not oily or greasy. He 
suggests to his patrons special scalp oils 
and shampoos from his line of fine cos- 
metics that will help with the growth of 
the hair. He also tries to teach each cus- 
tomer how to style her own hair. so that 


once the pin curls are set at the beauty 
shop, she will be able to arrange her 
hair without his expert hand, even if she 
is in a hurry. Pin curls are certainly a 

revelation and can eliminate sitting 

through the long process of hot curls 

and waves, and the effect is very smart. 

Although in many instances it will take ° 
the hair a bit of time to get used to this 

type of treatment, it is certainly worth a 

try for those who are interested in short 

cuts to beauty aids 


Step l: After hair has been washed and pressed, 

Eadward gently combs the hair into 
several arrangements so he can get an idea as to 
the style he wishes to create. 


Step 2: When idea for styling has been formu- 
lated, he applies his own special formula 
pin curl cream to the hair and makes the curls, pin- 


ning them securely with clips. 


Step 3, Hadward feels that the success of the 

style is in the curl, and they must be 
neat and well formed, if they are to stay. Time must 
be taken to properly dry and set curls. 









Step 


4: After curls are set, hair is combed and 







arranged, and has a soft natural look, 


with no excessive oil. When correctly taken care of, 
the curls will last until the next shampoo. 
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COLLEGE AND 
CAREER CLOTHES 


( ‘ LOTHES FOR THE CAREER girl and col- 
“4 lege lass are smarter than ever this season 
with imaginative fabric designs, chic styling 
and instant eye appeal. Look to these new 
fashions for figure-flattering lines and greater 
adaptability. They are moderately priced to 
nake every working girl happy and are at 
home behind a typewriter or history book. 
With the coming of cooler weather, the 
focus is on light woolens and knit outfits. 
With a special touch of individuality, many 
weaters boast unusual necklines, petite collars 
r contrasting trim. Sweater time is all the 
ime, and their valuable inter-changeability 
helps you to create endless outfits. With lively 
jlored skirts, some slim, others full, your 
wardrobe should be brimming full of “per- 
onality-plus” clothes. Knit suits are important 
tems this fall too. Slim lined and flawlessly 
fitted, they mold curves with saucy elegance. 
rAN’s wool fashions are by Jantzen. 


Sweater leotard of blazing stripes has snug 
elasticized waist. Sleek “Roman Togas” 
are ideal for fun and play. Price: Sweater 


$11.95, Roman Togas $9.95 


ooth fashioned “Honeybun” slip-on Chic “Lombardi Dress” of Vicara and im- 

eater comes in live colors of confetti ported Australian wool has elasticized 

llow, limelight, paradise green, radiant waist for smooth fit. Dress has self belt 
rose and rave red. Price: $8.95. and back neck zipper. Price: $29.95. 
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“Millionairess” slip-on sweater has bo 

silhouette and unusual collar detail hig 

lighted with contrasting white trim. Sweat 
is washable. Price: $10.95. 





BAKING iF 
SODA EF 








YUMMER IS TRADITIONALLY the A cupful of baking soda tossed into your bath water will 
be) ese. : 2 : produce a true alkaline bath similar to those found in world 
great activity season. It’s the time for famous health resorts. A few minutes’ soaking will ease 
picnics and swimming. drives in the coun- the itch and sting of minor skin irritations, including bites, 
try and more work and play in the great rashes and sunburn. 
outdoors. But it’s also the season for sun- 
burn, soaring temperatures meaning more 
perspiration, mosquito bites and stiff. sore 
muscles, 

To meet the demands of the season, a 
revision of your personal cleaning habits 
is a first order of business. A good house- 
hold product to have handy in your kitchen 
or bathroom cabinet. especially during the 
summer season, is a box of baking soda. 
j \ cupful of soda added to your bath will 
do more than a customary soap-and-water 
hath or shower. Soda is a mild alkali which 
ontains mineral properties similar to those 
found in many world health resorts. 

When the baby gets hot and irritable, 
r the warm weather causes chafing, a 
irief soaking in a baking soda bath will 
juiet the wails and sooth the burn of the 
hafe. Two or three tablespoons of soda 
ire all that’s needed for each tubfull of 
water. 

Soda can also be used to clean tea and 
offee pots as well as the inside of refrig- 


Soothe baby’s tender skin by adding one or two tablespoons 
of baking soda to his bath water. Soda’s alkaline quality 
will cleanse without scrubbing, will leave the skin smooth 

and sweet. 47 


rators and thermos bottles. 
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I Wanted A Man 


Dr. Duval’s sharply indrawn breath was 
answer enough. But in a low, tense voice 
he replied, “No—no I really didn’t have to 
ask.” Then he took my hands and drew me 
to my feet. His touch made me tingle all 
over, but when he tilted my chin and kissed 
me it was—devastating! 

I uttered a smothered moan and col- 
lapsed against him, clutching his coat 
lapels, pressing my burning face against 
his chest so that I not only heard but also 
felt the powerful thudding of his heart. 
Then, as in some wonderful dream, I felt 
his arms grip me, felt the tensing of his 
hard, man’s body as he crushed me to him 
so fiercely I might have cried out except 
that our lips were fused in a flaming kiss; 
but even if I had, my outcry would not 
have been in protest of his hurting em- 
brace, but of a joy that only women know 
when pain is transmuted into ecstasy. 

In some dim recess of my heart there 
was a terrible exultation, for I knew that 
this was it, was going to be what I dreamed 
of, waited and hungered for—to be pos- 
sessed utterly by such a virile man as this; 
and in every fibre of my love starved body, 
[ strained toward the fulfillment of that 
unsatisfied, deep-rooted craving. 

From within the seething maze of emo- 
tion in which I was engulfed I became 
aware that we were somehow on the red 
leather sofa at one side of the. office, when 
the inter-com buzzer shattered into our 
private world where we poised on the very 
brink of . . . earthly heaven. Francis ap- 
parently heard it first, for I felt him stiffen, 
go rigid, and then with a stifled groan that 
sounded like a curse, he staggered up and 
like a drunken man, reeled to his desk and 
clumsily pushed down the switch on his 
own inter-com instrument. 

Hazily I watched as he fought for con- 
trol, but when finally he spoke into the lit- 
tle box, his voice was unsteady even in 
uttering the one word, “Ye—es?” 

His eyes tightly closed, his face twisted 
into a look almost like agony, his great 
chest billowing, Francis listened as Jen- 
nie’s voice said, “Your wife is calling, Dr. 
Duval.” 

“I’m—I’m very—busy,” he replied, his 
voice still unsteady. “Tell her—have her 
call back—later.” 

“T suggested that,” was Jennie’s apol- 
ogetic answer. “But—but she insisted, Doc- 
tor.” 

Francis groaned and with a weary sigh 
said gruffly, “All right, all right. Put her 
on.” Then, his look thunderous, he lifted 
the receiver of his telephone and _ said 
coldly, “Yes?” 


NATURALLY I COULDN’T know what 
~‘ was being said on Mrs. Duval’s end, 
but apparently it was a sharp cross ex- 
amination as to why Francis was so busy 
he hadn’t wanted to talk to her. His replies 
were curt, non-commital. And once, after 


(Continued from Page 23) 


at least two minutes of what must have 
been an unbroken tirade, his great shoul- 
ders sagged and he rolled his eyes heaven- 
ward in an eloquent look of weary disgust. 
Finally he cut in with, “All of this is quite 
uncalled for, Katy. Now kindly tell me 
what it is that you want? I’m very busy 
and—” 

I could hear a loud sputtering as Mrs. 
Duval evidently started another angry har- 
rangue. Weakly I sat up, only then con- 
cious of my badly disarranged garments, 
and after hastily putting them in better 
order, I got up, feeling suddenly soiled 

. and ashamed. Seeing that Francis had 
not noticed, I crossed the room quietly and 
went into his private restroom, where I 
practically fell into a chair and wept bitter- 
ly. My flesh still quivered and inside I felt 
drained, dry as a husk. It was all a familiar 
and a hated feeling: A terrible frustration 
that was a torture of both body and mind 
such as, in a different way, a starving per- 
son might experience when rich food and 
drink were set before him, then snatched 
away. Only for me it was not a starvation 
because of a lack of food, but of—love. Or 
to put it bluntly, for a man. 

That may sound shocking to some, as 
truth so often is. It would have been so to 
my mother; and she would never have un- 
derstood it. Because she firmly believed 
that women were not supposed to have such 
desires; and that men had them was simply 
proof that there was evil in them. For in 
her view, God meant sexual relations to be 
indulged in only by husbands and wives, 
and then for the sole purpose of propagat- 
ing humanity and never for sinful pleasure. 

Mother was also completely certain that 
wives were supposed to submit to their hus- 
bands only out of duty; and that for them, 
the sex act should be distasteful, some- 
thing to be endured, but never enjoyed. 
All those beliefs my mother practically 
pounded into me during my formative 
years. Later I wondered if Mother’s Puri- 
tanical attitude toward sex might not have 
been the cause of the separation and di- 
vorce between my parents when I was a 
toddler and which was responsible for my 
never having known my father, or anything 
about him. To Mother, “He” was a subject 
not to be discussed. 

However, sex was discussed, not inform- 
atively, but as an evil. So that when, in 
my early teens, I felt strange and power- 
ful currents stirring in my body and came 
to understand their nature, I felt shamed, 
guilty, as if I were diseased or something, 
and never, but never, mentioned them to 
Mother. My shame and guilt were even 
greater when I was reluctantly permitted 
to attend parties at which there was dan- 
cing. Because I discovered even more dis- 
turbing sensations when I was in bodily 
contact with boys; and by then I realized 
that they were sexually based and more 


than ever I believed there was something 
wrong with me. 

I suppose that is why I made no protest 
when Mother perhaps sensing what was 
wrong, entered me in a girl’s religious 
school when I was fourteen. It was like be- 
ing cut off from the world—especially, the 
evil world of males. 

I was graduated at eighteen and had | 
followed Mother’s wish, I would have im. 
mediately entered a convent. But I begged 
to spend the summer at home and finally 
Mother agreed that I might. Mother, who 
had charge of the cafeteria at our local 
“y”, had became quite fond of Len Leeds, 
the Assistant Secretary; and having great 
confidence in him as a “nice” boy, she al- 
lowed him to call and later, when perfectly 
satisfied of his “gentlemanly qualities,” al- 
lowed us to go out together. 

I liked Len. He was extremely religious, 
yet not so much so as to affect his light- 
heartedness and liking for social life—with- 
in bounds. He really was a lot of fun, had 
a nice car, dressed well and knew lots of 
young people with whom he was very pop- 
ular, despite the way some of them teased 
him about his “ideals.” He took their 
badinage with good nature but remained 
completely aloof from such of their ac. 
tivities that he felt had no part in his life. 

Even so, I sensed that right from the 
start he was very much attracted to me. 
Maybe that is why he yielded to my urging 
that we go dancing—without mentioning it 
to my mother. And even as inexperienced 
as I was, I knew at once that having me in 
his arms to the beat of the kind of music 
he seldom heard in his circle, had an im- 
pact upon him which-disturbed -him—and- 
pleased me. Because he had an even 
greater effect upon me, stirred me to feel- 
ings which I no longer tried to suppress. 

Len found he was not quite as impreg- 
nable to temptation as he probably be- 
lieved, after our very first evening of dan- 
cing at a little place just outside of town. 
Because when we left it and I suggested 
parking on a rise overlooking the city for 
a while, he not only did so, but did not 
reprove me when J leaned against him and 
laid my head on his shoulder, although | 
felt him tremble a little. And soon his arm 
crept around me, and when I raised my 
face to his, lips half parted, he put his 
other arm around me and kissed me. That 
was nice. But not really exciting, not really 
what I wanted. So I flung my arms around 
his neck and kissed him. That did it, for 
his arms tightened around me, and his lips 
burned against mine. But just as I was 
suffused with the most wonderful excite: 
ment. I’d ever known, Len suddenly pulled 
out of our embrace and in a shaken voice 
said, “Vicky—Vicky I’m sorry. Forgive me, 
please.” 

And—that was my Len, then and later, 
always assuming that my eager response 
to his caresses was his fault! I knew that 
when we petted, which was more and more 
often as the summer weeks sped by, we 
were playing with dangerous fire; yet 
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and all | had been exposed to in the clean, 
moral atmosphere of the girl’s school I had 
attended. | wanted to be burned by that 
fre . . . consumed in it. But always, Len 
pulled back, usually at the very last in- 
stant. And was very contrite, begged my 
forgiveness for having brought us so close 
to “wrong doing.” 

I could have screamed. 

As autumn approached, | grew almost 
desperate at the thought of shutting myself 
off from the world in a convent. I knew 
then it would never work, had come to 
understand that like many women, I hap- 
pened to be strong-sexed. And more than 
anything else, | yearned for the fulfillment 
to which our petting so often had led us 
dangerously close. So I proposed to Len. 
Not actually, but I might as well, although 
he thought the idea was his. And my one 
thought was that surely marriage would 
bring me what I su urgently craved. 

To my great surprise. Mother did not 
seriously object. Her health was failing 
rapidly and I suppose she wanted to see me 
safe, if not in a convent, then married to a 
fne. clean young man like Len. I did not 
dare object when she and Len decided 
upon October 15 as our wedding date, al- 
though | had hoped we would be married 
right away. 

So, I resigned myself to waiting the 
necessary month and a half. | dreamed of 
the day I need wait no longer, hungered for 
i, envisioned the flaming glory that it 
would bring. And finally, it arrived. But 
on our wedding night—no flaming glory. 
In fact. no glory, period. Not for me. Len 
was so gentle, so considerate of his un- 
blushing bride. whereas she had expected 
and yearned to be possessed with power 
and passion. But what happened, happened 
quickly, leaving me sobbing high and dry 
on a madly frothing sea of unsatisfied emo- 
tion. 

Worst of all, Len assumed that my hys- 
terical weeping afterward was caused by 
my shocked reaction to my first sex experi- 
ence. And with tender caresses, and even 
more tender whispers. he tried to console 
me, giving me his solemn promise not to 
make me endure such an ordeal again until 
(was better orientated. 

At a time like that—orientated! 

Well, as a sex partner, Len was a wash- 
out, for the next few weeks brought me the 
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bitter knowledge that my pent up sex 
hunger was never going to be satisfied— 
by him. And there seemed nothing I could 
do except suffer in lady-like silence, for 
raised as I had been, I never even con- 
sidered talking over such an_indelicate 
matter with my husband. Even less did | 
consider asking my mother for advice. She 
simply would have died to learn her 
daughter wanted sexual satisfaction! 

So for six months I endured plain and 
fancy torture. Then Len, a reserve Air 
Force officer, was called back to active 
duty and sent to Germany. I did not ac- 
company him, evading it by pretending ill- 








regardless of all mother had taught me, 


ness. Nor was it all pretense. I had lost 
weight, was irritable, moody. 
However, it was our family doctor who 
officially vetoed my going, for under his 
patient, kindly questioning that I finally 
confessed the real trouble. I had feared 
he would be shocked at my disclosure, but 
he not only wasn’t, he ended once and for 
all my shame at what I had believed were 
unnatural, even indecent desires. He ex- 
plained that it was perfectly normal for a 
woman to have as much sex desire as a 
man, and not unusual for her to have even 
more. That, he told me, was probably the 
situation between Len and myself, and for 
me, it was a dangerous one and could lead 
to not only a serious impairment of my 
health, but to my becoming neurotic with 
serious damage to my entire personality. 
He said that under the circumstances, my 
best chance was to avoid further contact 
with my husband until I felt able to con- 
tribute to Ais sex education. 

My doctor’s last bit of advice was to 
busy myself in some way which would oc- 
cupy my time and interest. And my way 
of doing that was to enter a business school 
for secretarial training. 

Meanwhile, Len’s every letter begged me 
to join him. But I was able to truthfully 
reply that my doctor strongly advised 
against it until I had fully regained my 
health. And so a year passed, during which 
life was easier for me in many ways. Then, 
the week after I'd finished business school, 
the War Department notified me that Len 
had been killed in an automobile accident 
in West Berlin. 

Naturally I was deeply shocked, and 
concience stricken because in not going to 
him I had deprived him of a happiness it 
had been within my power to give him. But 
deep down, God forgive me, I was relieved! 
For never again would I have to endure 
being worked up to a fever pitch by my 
husband night after night and _ never 
achieve the climactic release for which my 
every fibre had fairly screamed. 

Mother took Len’s death harder than I 
did; and within a few months, she passed 
away. It was then I struck out for myself, 
determined to make a new life for myself. 
It was my doctor, an alumnus of Clefton 
College and a close friend of Dr. Duval, 
who got me the job there, never dreaming 
that I would almost immediately fall in 
love with my employer. 


nervous, 


But THAT’S WHAT happened. Right 

from the first I knew it was wrong, but 
I was powerless to help myself. And it 
wasn’t just that Dr. Duval was strikingly 
handsome, but because he fairly exuded a 
maleness to which something in me re- 
sponded as steel to a magnet. 

Perhaps that is why I couldn’t work up 
very much interest in any of the several un- 
married faculty men. In fact the only one 
whom I dated at all was Arthur Prescott, a 
goodlooking young English Lit instructor, 
even though every unattached male on the 


campus certainly let me know I need never 
want for company. 

That was very flattering and under other 
circumstances would have been very excit- 
ing. But the powerful tug of Dr. Duval’s 
virile personality made all the others seem 
dull; and as his spell held me ever tighter, 
I even felt a curious pride in being “true” 
to him, even though I was certain that he 
was completely unaware of me except as 
his secretary. That is—until this very day. 
And had his wife not made that most in- 
opportune phone call a few minutes pre- 
viously— 

I couldn’t complete the thought, didn’t 
know whether to be glad or sorry. All I 
knew was, that I had been aroused to 
heights I had never dreamed were possible 

. and that the sudden, unexpected fall 
from them was worse than a headlong 
plunge into dark, freezing waters. 

As I drifted back to awareness of real- 
ities, | wondered wearily how long I'd been 
sitting like a lost soul in Francis’ rest room. 
I knew I should not remain in it and shoved 
up from my chair feeling exhausted, ut- 
terly demoralized. And what a shock it was 
to glimpse myself in the full-length mirror! 
For my hair was in complete disarray, my 
blouse open, with some of its buttons torn 
off, and my skirt was badly rumpled. That 
sparked me into swift action. I bathed my 
face in cold water, combed my _ hair, 
straightened my garments, pulled my 
blouse together as best I could, and nerving 
myself to face Francis again, I quickly 
opened the door and stepped back into the 
office. 

Francis sat at his desk, face buried in 
his hands, slumped over in an attitude of 
complete dejection that tore at my heart, 
made me hurry to him and put my arms 
around him and my lips against his burn- 
ing face. 

Instantly he turned and was on his feet, 
empty-eyed, his face a tortured mask. 
“Vicky—little darling, I’m terribly sorry 
about all this.” 

I gazed up at him feeling as though my 
very heart had turned over, while hot, 
smothering emotion rose up and choked 
me, made it hard for me to say what I 
wanted. But I did, maybe in a sob, and it 
was, “Well, /’m not sorry! Except-—-except 
that—” 

The dead eyes glittered back to life as he 
leaned toward me. “Except—what?” he 
demanded in a harsh whisper. 

I couldn’t meet the intensity of his gaze, 
couldn’t say what I wanted until he put his 
arms around me, this time gently, tenderly, 
and asked, “You can tell me, can’t you, 
darling?” 

I clutched him, buried my face against 
him and blurted, “Except that—that we 
were—interrupted!” 

“Oh, my dear, my little sweetheart,” he 
groaned, pressing me to him, holding me as 
if he meant never to let me go. For a few 
seconds there were no words spoken, and 
none needed. Then Francis took a deep 
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breath and in a low, tight voice asked, 
“Vicky will you marry me?” 

“But—how can I?” I gasped. “You're al- 
ready married!” 

Francis’ jaw tightened, his deep-set eyes 
glinted and he said grimly, “I am going to 
divorce Katy!” 

“But—you can’t!” I protested. “Why—it 
would ruin you.” 

“Quite possibly it would,” he replied al- 
most harshly. “But that’s a chance I’m 
quite willing to take if you'll take it with 
me.” His piercing gaze glanced straight 
into mine and he asked in a deep, firm 
voice. “Will you, Vicky? I’ve been in love 
with you since the first moment I saw you. 
I fought it, little darling—God, how I 
fought it! But I knew then, as I know now, 
that I had to have you! Had to! So—?” 

“Oh, Francis,” I moaned. “I don’t know! 
I just don’t know!” 

Looking deeply into my eyes, his smile 
came like sudden sunlight into a shadowed 
place and he said tenderly, “Of course you 
don’t—not so soon. All this is probably a 
deep shock to you, coming as abruptly as 
it did. So take your time and make up your 
mind, dear. Will you do that?” 

“Yes, Francis,” I answered softly. 

“I think you’d better take the rest of the 
day off,” he said with a wry smile. “We’re 
both rather upset and it might be best.” 

I nodded and then he kissed me, gently, 
lingeringly and—and after that I don’t 
remember things too well, except that 
when my mind came into focus again, I 
had left his office, had traversed the wide 
campus and was within a block of my little 
cottage when someone hailed me—Arthur 
Prescott. 

“Say, hey!” he called. “I’ve been trying 
to catch up with you for miles! To which 
fire might you be racing, Vicky?” 

I paused, waiting for him to catch up. 
managing a probably wan smile of greeting 
and a not very robust attempt at our usual 
form of kidding by replying, “Say, hey 
yourself, sir. And what do you mean by 
pursuing me?” 

Apparently a glimpse of my face told 
him something and his smile faded. 
“What’s wrong, sweetie?” he asked with 
quick concern. 

“Why—nothing,” I declared, trying to 
keep my lips from trembling. “In fact, 
just the opposite. I’ve got the rest of the 
day off. So—so there!” 

“Yeah,” Arthur said slowly, his nice 
brown eyes clouding as they regarded me 
searchingly, “I see. Okay, pal, if that’s 
your story.” Hesitating for a few seconds 
he asked, “You wouldn’t be in need of a 
certain party to help you enjoy said—uh— 
vacation, would you, maybe, perhaps, | 
hope?” 

I smiled at him, a trim, tall boy in un- 
pressed tweeds with the sensitive face of a 
poet which somehow did not quite agree 
with his full-lipped mouth and firm, cleft 
chin. I liked him—as a friend, like his 
gaiety, his zany antics and now I was 
touched, knowing that he sensed something 
50 





wrong and was troubled, wanted to help 
me. 

“Oh, heck,” he said-in self disgust when 
I failed to reply, “I didn’t mean to barge 
in on you when I know darned well you’d 
rather be alone. Come on, I'll walk you the 
rest of the way home, then say farewell.” 

“How understanding you are, Arthur,” | 
said, touching his arm affectionately. “And 
I did want to be @io6=Bee—but-a girl has 
a right to change her mind, doesn’t she?” 
My voice broke a little as I spoke for I 
knew that what I was doing was trying to 
evade facing my tangled, frightened 
thoughts . . . and the-big decision I had 
to make: Had I the right to allow Francis 
to divorce his wife because of me? 

Arthur gave me a little nudge. “Say, 
hey, sweetie! Wake up! You have hired 
yourself a man for the day. You wouldn’t 
consider taking him on sort of permanently 
would you?” 

We had reached my house, were on its 
porch and as I searched in my handbag for 
my key, Arthur’s apparently light-hearted 
question brought Francis and his proposal 
to the forefront of my mind. But course. 
Arthur was just kidding. So I laughed and 
exclaimed, “Why, Arthur! Isn’t this a bit 
sudden or something.2— 

As I spoke I unlocked my door and we 
went inside and as I closed it Arthur said 
very quietly, “Maybe it’s sudden, honey, 
but something tells me maybe I’d_ better 
get my bid in at about this time. Have I 
a chance, Vicky?” 

I removed my coat and tossed it on a 
chair, then sank tiredly on the living room 
divan, while Arthur foHowed me and stood 
in front of me, saying, “Well, have I?” 

I sighed, sorry now that I'd let myself in 
for yet another problem. I didn’t want to 
hurt Arthur, yet I wanted to be honest with 
him. I looked up at him, surprised at his 
unsmiling, waiting look which told me he 
wasn’t kidding in the least. And I thought, 
“Oh, gosh, isn’t this the day!” But I said 
slowly, “No, Arthur, I’m afraid I can’t see 
you—-as a husband. I’m—I’m sorry.” 

“What’s the matter with me?” he 
demanded. “I—I rather thought you liked 
me.” 

“I do like you, very much. But—but 
frankly Arthur, I’ve had one unhappy ex- 
perience in marriage and in so many ways 
you are very much like—like my husband.” 
The minute those words left my mouth | 
regretted them. Why -had I left that secret 
thought slip out? 

“Well,” Arthur said stiffly, “that’s a new 
twist. And I think you owe it to me to tell 
me what it is about me that you didn’t like 
about the late Mr. Leeds.” 

“I'd rather not,” I told him. 

“Please do,” he -arged-gruffly. “I can 
take it. Let’s have it.” 

And so—I told him about Len, without 
going into too much detail, while Arthur 
stood before me in tight-lipped silence. 
When I came to a faltering end, I expected 
him to walk out in hurt and anger. He 








didn’t, but sat down beside me and for 
a long time said nothing. 

Finally, when the silence grew almost 
oppressive, he said in a low, hard voice, 
“It seems I had you added up all wrong, 
And whether you know it or not, you made 
the same mistake about me. Because | un. 
derstand perfectly what you meant about 
my being like your late husband, although 
you didn’t exactly make it clear. You see, | 
fell for you the day Dr. Duval asked me to 
meet you at the train. Fell for you real 
hard, Vicky. But I got the wrong impres. 
sion about you. I was afraid to let you 
know my real feelings for fear I’d scare 
you. Which may explain why I’ve not been 
aggressive, why, when you permitted me to 
kiss you, I did so in a manner I thought 
you’d like—that wouldn’t frighten you.” 

He paused, his eyes gleaming through 
half-closed lids as he stared at me. Then 
he asked almost roughly, “would it have 
made any difference if I’'d done what comes 
naturally to a guy crazy in love with a girl? 
If I had made love to you the way I wanted 
to? The way I can?” 

My throat seemed dry, I was suddenly 
afraid, unable to speak, unable to meet his 
burning gaze. Then, even as I tried to force 
out words that would not come,.-his hands 
shot out and closed on my shoulders like 
talons. 

“Well, would it?” he demanded in a 
kind of fury, shaking me so hard my teeth 
rattled. 

“Oh, Arthur, you’re hurting me,” I pro- 
tested. 

“T think you’d better answer me, Vicky,” 
he commanded harshly. 

“Oh—how do I know?” I wailed. “But— 
but it’s too late now, anyway.” 

“What do you mean, too late?” Arthur 
demanded, his voice grating like steel. 
“You haven’t married again, have you?” 

“No,” I quavered. “That is—not yet.” 

“Then it’s not too late!” Arthur growled. 
yanking me against him so hard the breath 
went out of me. But when his lips sought 
mine with savage force, I averted my face 
and when he freed one arm and tried tc 
force my head around to kiss me, I-writhed 
free and jumped up from the divan and 
faced him with a sudden blaze of anger. 

“All right, Mr. Caveman!” I spat fu 
riously, “You can get out of here—and 
stay out! You’re nothing but an uncouth 
bully and I never want to see your ugly 
face again!” 

Arthur sprang up, his eyes glittering in 
a hard, mocking smile. “And—if I don't 
get out?” he asked, his voice taut as he 
edged toward me. 
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DIDN’T ANSWER but as he came with 

in range, I slapped him in the face with 
all my strength, and when he just laughed. 
I swung with my other hand and hit him 9 
hard pain shot up my arm and when | 
grabbed it with a cry of anguish, Arthur 
grabbed me. 

I tried desperately to break away, tum 
ing and twisting and kicking like mad, but 
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all I accomplished was to free one of my 
hands with which I promptly raked 
Arthur’s face, my nails leaving bloody 
marks from his temple to his chin. But 
Arthur held me with arms like steel cables 
and all the while he was laughing a crazy 
harsh laugh, as if he was enjoying the 
hurts I inflicted on him and the fierceness 
of my struggles as we careened around the 
room, knocking over chairs and lamps and 
all sorts of things. 

“You—you beast!” I panted as my hair 
tumbled down in wild disorder, “You'll pay 
for this! I'll have you arrested! [’Il—” 

Arthur cut off my raging cries by bend- 
ing me backward, his mouth clamped to 
mine, his teeth biting into my lower lip so 
that I dared not jerk away. With the last of 
my strength I strained against the pressure 
he was exerting, trying to keep from falling 
over backwards and I did get one foot far 
enough back to raise my knee sufficiently 
to hurt him when it found its mark. 

In the fraction of a second when he ut- 
tered a stifled groan and his grip slack- 
ened, I tore free and ran toward my bed- 
room. I was abruptly halted when Arthur, 
with a savage cry, leaped after me and 
grabbed the back of my blouse. I lunged 
ahead, leaving most of it in his hands and 
just as I thought I had gotten away, he 
grabbed the hem of my skirt, but I kept 
going and when that garment ripped off, I 
dashed to my bedroom, slammed the door 
and was frantically trying to lock it when 
Arthur smashed into it, bursting it inward 
and knocking me to the floor. 

Half stunned and practically unclothed, 
I lay there, unable to move. 
Arthur knelt beside me, kissed me, 
anger, but gently as he murmured, 
—I’m sorry. I—I didn’t mean to 
rough. I wouldn’t really hurt you for any- 
thing in the world. Because I love you, I’m 
crazy about and ...¥m to 
have you!” 

I began to cry broken-heartedly and 
hadn’t the will or strength to resist when 
Arthur picked me up as easily as if I’d 
been a child and laid me on my bed. But 
nothing happened and when I opened my 
tear-blurred eyes. he was kneeling beside 
me, his bleeding face all broken up. 

“I—T guess I care too much about you 
todo anything like this,” Then 
slowly he got up. his mouth trembling. his 
eyes sick with remorse. He tried to say 
something else, but although 
moved, no sound came from it. With head 
bowed, shoulders slumped, he turned and 
started out of the room. But when he 
teached the door somebody tearfully 
yelled, “Arthur Prescott! You big crazy 
fool, where do you think you’re going? 
You come back here!” 

Yes—that was me. Only I swear those 
words surprised me as much as they did 
Arthur, for he stopped dead in his tracks. 
gazing at me in dazed incomprehension. 
Then slowly, cautiously as if he hardly 
dared believe what he had heard, he came 
loward me, reached me. reached my wait- 


when 
not in 
“Baby 


get 


even 
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you going 


he muttered. 


his mouth 
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ing arms, and after that nothing mattered 

. except that at long last, I learned the 
searing, intolerable joy of what it meant 
to be fully a woman! 

That was several years ago. Arthur now 
teaches at another college. We are married, 
of course, and have a couple of husky boys. 
We are hoping for a girl next time, but, 
as Arthur says, in case it’s another boy, 
we've plenty of time and plenty of—well, 
never mind! 

To this day Arthur doesn’t know about 
Dr. Duval and I never intend that he shall. 
But very often I think of Francis and when 








I do, despite the tug at my heart his 
memory evokes, I never fail to thank God 
that things happened as they did, and not 
as they so easily might have. Because in my 
secret heart I was determined to marry 
Francis, no matter the cost. But as I know 
now, that cost would have been too great, 
as it usually is when one woman steals 
another’s husband. 

Yes, I’m terribly happy at the way things 
have worked out. For despite myself, I’ve 
got the man I really wanted—and what a 


THE END 


man! 





Marriage Can Hurt Your Career 


at my picture and see why. It’s just that 
bandleaders are in the spotlight and wom- 
en just naturally make it easy for them to 
make a pass or two at them, sort of sociable 
like, you know. Some bandleaders know 
what’s going to happen if they allow them- 
selves to be tempted and fight off these 
chicks. Others, like me, aren’t so strong. 

Well, anyway, I saw me a good-looking 
one and went for her like a ton of bricks. 
Things were going on just great until Flos- 
sie found out about it. How? I don’t know. 
Maybe some cat got jealous or just told 
her for the hell of it. Maybe it was a 
chick—one of her friends—who thought 
we were getting along too good for com- 
fort. Whoever it was, I hope they’re satis- 
fied, because Flossie and I have been sepa- 
rated now for several years, she’s still after 
me for support money and I’m out here 
fighting to keep my name up front in the 
face of all this competition in the band 
and to keep myself in food, 
‘lothes and a place to sleep. 

That isn’t easy, either, especially when 
the judge orders you to pay your wife big 
money each and every week and month 
during those long periods when you are 
laying off. There’s been a lot of weeks like 
that. When the big band business went 
into a decline during the war, some guys 
had to break down into small combos— 
sextets, quintets, trios and once in a while, 
octets. 

That was when the biggest of the big 
got caught—Cab Calloway, Count Basie, 
(Andy Kirk and fellows like that. Well, I 
rode out most of this depression with my 

ll band as did Buddy Johnson. Today 
[ do my road trips mostly with a sextet, 
1ugmenting to full size for my Savoy dates 

id at other big halls and auditoriums. 

Flossie never eased up on me. She moved 
from our big first floor apartment in the 
Roger Morris. 555 Edgecombe Avenue on 
Harlem’s Sugar Hill—or rather, I moved. 
She went back to Florida to resume teach- 
ing. She still keeps the apartment. But 
I’m not in it any more. I can hardly pay 
room rent what with the big bites she gets 
out of my salary through the courts. 


business 


LL NEVER FORGET the humiliation of 
being arrested twice on the job at the 


~*) 


(Continued from Page 25) 


Savoy for failing to keep up with those 
heavy alimony payments. Right off the 
bandstand, too! I remember there was al- 
most a third time, but the guys got me out 
a fire escape exit in time to duck the cops. 

Those things hurt you. People hear about 
it and laugh at you instead of listening to 
your music. Girls who head up your fan 
clubs get scared of being scratched up or 
cussed out by a guy’s wife and stay away 
from his dances and concerts. Not that 
Flossie ever pulled any chick’s hair over 
me, it’s just the idea that keeps "em jumpy 
and careful. Women, after all, are the 
heart—the bread and meat—of the band 
business. Without them, none of us would 
be worth a quarter. 

Flossie, I suppose, did what any good 
wife would do to help her husband get 
ahead. She went society after we got to 
New York and on the big time. She made 
the right friends for a guy who wanted to 
be a society bug—lawyers, doctors and 
their wives. school teachers, long-haired 
musicians and poets. But who ever heard 
of those people keeping a dance hall jump- 
ing night in and night out? Not that they 
didn’t come to hear me. 

Many social clubs and many of the most 
exclusive clubs and fraternities hired my 
band for their social affairs. But the busi- 
ness of living in top hat and tails gets to 
be a drag at times—especially when you’d 
rather be on the corner with the guys or 
up at Yankee Stadium or the Polo Grounds 
for a ball game or something. 

A lot of guys who have been my close 
friends for years. tried to advise me what 
to do. But I count it one of the best things 
I did not listen to them, for their advice 
was all in the extreme and I sure would 
have been in jail for good if I’d followed 
it. I’ve tried to be a gentleman all my 
life. My mother taught me to be one and 
that’s the thing I tried to do in regards 
to my wife—even when the going was 
roughest. 

Anyhow, I’m still talking about my ex- 
periences as a bandleader. After I had my 
first date at the Savoy. I was booked in 1938 
into the old Harlem Uproar House at 51st 
and Broadway where I stayed for two solid 
years. I don’t remember any other colored 
band playing that long on a single date on 


Broadway. except. of course, Noble Sissle’s 
band at Billy Rose’s Diamond Horse Shoe, 

During the early part of the war, I got 
the first crack at the hotel situation down. 
town. going into Marie Kramer’s Lincoln 
Hotel at 44th and Eighth Avenue and then 
the 400 Club on Fifth Avenue. In between, 
we played Loew’s State on Broadway. the 
Paramount. Palace and other big theaters 
as well as the Apollo in Harlem. I made 
a movie short with variety acts for Warner 
Bros., called The Devil’s Ham. 

I was playing a lot of horn then and they 
tied the nickname, “20th Century Gabriel” 
on me. I liked it and tried to blow like 
old Gabe. too! I was hitting that top C 
like old High C. Foster used to blow it and 
the band I was heading was really out 
front and there wasn’t a year between 1939 
and 1948 that we didn’t have a hit record 





riding on Bluebird or Victor. These rec. 
ords sold each one well over the 100.000 
mark, some hitting five times that number 


of copies. 


Here’s some of them, maybe you remem. 
ber them: 1939, Tuxedo Junction; 1940, 
After Hours by Avery Parrish. Incidental- 
ly, this one was born during a recording 
session of Fine And Mellow sung by Do- 
lores Brown. one of my discoveries. Avery 
was messing around with a blues variation 
of the song and the guys just joined in. 


We didn’t know we had waxed the Great 
American House Party Theme Song then. 
If we had. we probably might have goofed. 

There were others: Cherry, the Don Red- 
man song in 1941 with Jimmy Mitchell 
singing; the 1941 James P. Johnson mas 
terpiece. Don’t Cry Baby, backed by Bar. 
rel Mash Blues; another 1941 money 
maker. Remember? with Ace Harris sing- 
ing. He replaced Avery Parrish on piano. 
Jimmy Mitchell got in another all-time hit 
in 1939. Whispering Grass, followed by 
Song of the Wanderer. 

One of my great vocalists. Laura Wash- 
ington. hit the jackpot with J Gotta Right 
to Cry. Bobby Smith came up with Tippin 
In, and another of my good vocalists, Carol 
Tucker. scored with Prove It By The 
Things You Do. Everybody should remem 
ber Ida James’ Knock Me A Kiss. Norfolk 
Ferry was a “head” tune we composed 
while on the bandstand. Swing Out was 
my first theme. and we were able to get 
my trade name. “Gabriel,” in it. 

My boy. Julian Dash, who is still with 
me. came up with one called No Soap thal 
made a stack of money and Paul Bas 


an é 
to li 
—le 
siste 
in tl 
old © 
helor 
ane 
wher 
and | 
rt 
one ¢ 
nice, 

famil 
as th 
been 

conne 
such ; 
hart 1 
tion. 

men ¢ 
sing ( 
down 
hearin 
I wi 
ing to 
put a 
the el 





combe’s arrangement of Sweet Georgii 
Brown pulled in a lot of coins in the juke 
boxes. Then there was the big one, Cour 
try Boy, by Dud Bascombe with Ida Jame 
doing the singing. It was terrific. 

For a while. I was giving Flossie my roy 
alties from ASCAP in which I’m a high 
ranking member. But I had to cut that out 
I couldn't make it with her grabbing that 
too. You see a bandleader may get $5,000 
a week. but most of it goes out in salarié 
and expenses. taxes, freebies and publicity 
You don't have much left after all that. 
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We're still playing to big crowds. Big- 
gest, of course, was the one several years 
back when 10,000 turned out at the Audi- 
torlum in Kansas City, Mo., to hear us 
after Don’t Cry Baby came out. We've 
attracted crowds of 5.000 and more many 
times in Little Rock, Houston, Dallas. At- 
lanta. and of course, in my hometown, Bir- 
mingham. 

But I’m not making the money I used to 
make and there’s no use of me trying to lie 
about it. I’m making a living which could 
be better. But I’m thankful for what I’m 
able to do and proud and happy have 
some wonderful guys with me—fellows like 
Ace Harris. Julian Dash, Leo Stanfield and 
others—in my corner. THE END 





Half-A-Husband 
(Continued from Page 31) 


temptible sinner. I. Gloria 
broken God’s sacred commandment—the 


Jordan. have 


one which forbids adultery. And now. as 
the phone rings. I cannot answer. For, 
now, I must answer to myself and to 
God.... 


Eight years ago, when [I first met Ben. I 
was certain that our getting together was 
an act of Divine Providence. I had come 
to live in Detroit several years before that 
—leaving Louisiana after the death of my 


sister. Hattie was the last relative I had 
in the world and I felt forsaken in the 
old home town with no one who really 


belonged to me. I was sure I could create 
anew life in the great midwestern city 
where, I’d been told, work was plentiful 
and life moving at a pleasurable tempo. 

I had no trouble getting a good job at 
one of the automobile plants. I found a 
nice, clean, sunny room with a friendly 
family, took my meals with them and felt 
as though I belonged to them. I hadn’t 
been in town two weeks before I'd become 
connected with Our Hope Baptist. It was 
such a wonderful church. Reverend Lock- 
hart was the idol of all the big congrega- 
tion. He was one of those truly dedicated 
men of God and how he could shout and 
sing God’s praises and preach all up and 
down the pulpit just like I was used to 
hearing it at home. 

I was making good money and had noth- 
ing to do with it. but keep up my expenses, 
put a little in the bank and buy some of 
the clothes I’d always dreamed of owning. 
All this sounds ideal and I guess you’d 
expect that I’d have been a very happy 
person. I was grateful about my job and 
belonging to the church and living in a 
nice home atmosphere—but there 
something seriously lacking. I wanted a 
man to call my own. 

Even though I was in my twenties, I’d 
hever conquered a basic shyness about get- 
ting to meet people and make friends. 
Then too, I was very particular about 
friendships, had awfully high standards. 
It’s not that I’ve ever considered myself 
better than anyone else. I 


was 


guess it was 


no place to go. 
There were rehearsals on week-nights and 
that helped some too. 
to cure my loneliness and. out of my search 
for activity, 
which eventually 
the most important people at Our Hope 
Baptist. 


building 


just the way I’d been brought up—to look 
for something unusual and worthwhile in 
the people with whom I associated. I came 
from one of those families with a lot more 
pride than money. 

Nellie Hunter, my best friend on the 
job—best and only friend—actually—con- 
stantly prodded me about my social back- 
wardness. Nellie was just the opposite 
kind of person. She had that kind of out- 
personality which attracted many 
friends. Often she pleaded with me to let 
her take me out with her crowd. 


going 


“You gotta make calls if you wanna 
get results.” Nellie preached at me. “How 
you expect to find you somebody when 
all you do is come to work. go to church 


on Sunday and spend the rest of your 
time moping around the house reading 


those comic books? You still a young and 
good-looking. girl. You better make it 
before you lose your glamor.” 

I didn’t want Nellie think I was 
stuck-up. but I never could get myself to 
accept her frequent invitations. I listened 
awe struck as she told me about the girls 
her bunch. From her de- 
had an awful lot of fun. 
But they did seemed fast 
and sophisticated. To tell the truth. I was 
scared to death of the idea of getting into 
the swim. 

I had to have some outlet. So I became 
almost a slave to my church. First, I 
volunteered to teach Sunday School. Work- 
ing with the children and preparing les- 
sons helped to fill up some of that lonely 
void which assailed me evenings when I 
got home from work with nothing to do, 
Then I joined the choir. 


to 


and fellows 
scriptions. they 


everything so 


This wasn’t enough 


I got involved with the thing 
was to make me one of 


The church was buying a modern, new 
of the most beautiful 
church buildings in the city. Reverend 
Lockhart called the whole congregation 
together and made a 
peal for support in the campaign to raise 
many thousands of dollars. I’d always 
been promotion-minded and. back home, 
had been president of a ladies club which 


one 


heart-stirring ap- 


sponsored highly profitable affairs for 
my church. 

Why couldn’t I do the same thing 
here? 


The idea appealed to me tremendously. 
I talked with five or six other 
who I felt had something on the ball. I 
was amazed at the enthusiasm with which 


members 


my plan was met. I learned. much to my 
surprise that there were others like my- 
looking for 
give 


self who were lost and lonely. 
something to take up their time and 


them an interest for which they could 


work and scheme. 


The Friday 


home was the beginning of the now 


evening meeting at my 


fa- 
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mous Ladies of Hope club. You will not 
recognize it by this name because I have 
not used the exact, correct title. But this 
organization can truthfully be called the 
backbone of our church today. Through 
fashion shows, musicals and other proj- 
ects. the club has raised a small fortune 
each year since it was organized. The 
Negro newspapers and some of the dai- 
lies have carried items and pictures about 
our work. 

By a happy twist of fate, it was at 
the very time that I submerged my lone- 
liness in the promotion of the first fund- 
raising affair of the club that I met Ben 

-sweet, earnest Ben who was destined 
to brush away the cobwebs of my frustra- 
tion, to bring me to life as a happy, 
cherished woman. 

Our first event was a womanless wed- 
ding. If you’ve ever seen one of those 
staged in a church, you know how hilari- 
ous they can be. At first there was a big 
knockdown. drag-out squabble among the 
members about whether we should spon- 
something in which the members 
themselves couldn’t take part. However, 
some of the girls thought it a rather cute 
twist for a ladies club to stage an affair 
in which only men participated. They 
argued that if we weren’t involved with 


sor 


the actual entertaining, we could con- 
centrate that much more on selling tick- 
ets and advertisements for a _ souvenir 


program. 
Our first big job was selecting the men 
who we wanted to take part and then 
convincing them that they ought to help. 
This was one phase in which I couldn't 
cooperate too much for, although I knew 
many of the members by sight. I had 
made very few close friends in the congre- 


gation. 


[’ 


drama. 


TOOK SOME persuasion to get the 
ast together for our mock romantic 
Finally. we were able to call a 
rehearsal. Even today. I can’t recall one 
detail about that rehearsal except what 
happened when I was first introduced to 
the fellow who was to take the part of 
the blushing bride. With a fine ironic 
touch, the girls had selected one of the 
manliest, most ruggedly handsome mem- 
bers of the Usher Board. His name was 
Benjamin Jordan. 

“So you're the president of this wild 
outfit,” Ben observed when we were in- 
roduced. 


| looked 


the club. 


shocked at his reference to 
Actually, I was more shocked 
brown eyes boring into mine, by the 
his broad shoulders, the fascinating 
grin which spread over his pleasant face. 

‘But wild?” I 
lemanded, a bit defensively. 

“You gotta be wild to be putting on a 
lambake like this—and I gotta be insane 


et of 


-why do you call us 


to agree to be the bride,” Ben replied. 

‘Why, Vl never hear the end of it.” 
Something about him—I couldn't ex- 

plain it even to myself—but some subtle 


SA 
) 


something relaxed me and made me feel 
natural about joining his kidding mood. 

“T think you'll make a lovely bride,” I 
teased. Then, the next second, I wanted 
to go through the floor with shame. 

But Ben only laughed and shrugged 
his shoulders. 

“You see what I mean?” he demanded. 
“Even you're kidding me and I haven't 
known you two minutes. But that.” he 
added, talking in a low. confidential voice, 
“that is a condition which will be cor- 
rected. How about the President of La- 
dies of Hope being escorted home after 
rehearsal by the blushing bride?” 

Before I could answer Ben. he 
whisked away by our determined finan- 
cial secretary who had taken over the 
role of director of the program. All dur- 
ing rehearsal I kept my eyes on him. I 
was divided between fascination at his 
vitality and friendliness and wonder that 
I’d never before encountered him in the 
church. 

I hardly dared believe Ben had been 
serious about taking me home. But, sure 
enough, when the rehearsal was breaking 
up, he came over to remind me of his 
invitation. 

The amazing thing about my _ friend- 
ship with Ben, which caught flame on 
that walk home through the wonderful 
summer evening. was that he was the first 
man I’d met who put me completely at 
ease. He had that rare capacity for mak- 
ing you feel as though you were the only 
person on earth with him. The tiniest 
observation you made interested him. He 
wanted to learn all about you. about your 


was 


job, your home life. the way you felt 
about things. And yet, never once did 


he give you the feeling of prying into 
your affairs merely for curiosity. 

Long after Ben had said good night at 
my door—with a sincere wish for us to 
get to know each other much _ better—I 
was lying in my bed. wide-awake. daring 
to dream that this was a significant night, 
that finally, when I'd given up all hope, 
I'd met liked me—who 
might grow to love me. 

I knew that if this ever happened, I 
would give of my love so generously and 
so truly that I would never lose him. 

By the time of the staging of the wom- 
anless wedding. Ben and I had come to 
know each well that it 
seem long deep years of friendship bound 
I had 


confide in, 


someone who 


other so would 


us together. someone to talk to, 
someone to a companion to 
take me to concerts. to 

It is a miracle of Heaven how the in- 


movies. 


ner change which comes to a person truly 
in love can transmit itself to the outer 


being. I'd always been a fairly attractive 


girl, But now I bloomed with a great 
content and a thrilling happiness. Ev- 


erything in life took on a different hue. 
Nellie noticed the change. 

“You're Gloria,” she accused 
me joyfully. “Who is he?” I flushed with 
I had hugged to me as a secret 


in love. 


guilt. 





my friendship with Ben. But now, gladly, 
I told her all about it. The night before, 
Ben had kissed me for the first time and 
with that kiss, all the yearning loneliness 
I had known seemed doomed and a great, 
rich feeling flooded my heart. We hadn't 
told each other we were in love. We 
hadn’t found mere words necessary. 

Several months later we were married 
and set up housekeeping in a wonderful 
little apartment. The trouble began—just 
when it seemed all my troubles were over 
—on our wedding night. 

I don’t know how to talk about this, 
It’s such an intimate and delicate thing. 
i didn’t take it too seriously that first night 
for, inexperienced as I was, I didn’t really 
know the awful truth. But. gradually, as 
time went by, I began to realize that one 
of the worst tragedies which can happen 
to a married couple in love had happened 
to us. Ben was sweet and wonderful. con. 
siderate and loving. But when it came to 
our most intimate marital relationship, my 
husband was unable to fulfill me, to match 
my ardor for him with his own. 

Many nights, when Ben was asleep at 
my side. I worried, tormented myself about 
this. I wondered if he knew. Then finally, 
I knew that he was aware but that he was 
fighting fruitlessly to try to overcome what- 
ever psychological or physical _ barrier 
there was between us as man and wife, 
At first. neither of us dared speak about 
the situation. Then, one night. Ben brought 
it up haltingly. 

“Darling.” he said in a low, broken 
tone. “Maybe Id better see a doctor. | 
know what you’re going through. I tried 
to tell myself it was only a temporary 
thing or something calling for time, pa 
tience and adjustment. Now I know that 
something’s got to be done about it or I'l] 
have to give you up. After all, you're 4 
healthy. normal woman and I couldn’t.ex- 
pect any woman to sacrifice herself to a 
man who can’t really be her husband.” 

I cried rending tears—tears of relief be 
cause the frustrating situation had _ been 
brought out into the open where we coull 
examine and share it together—tears 0! 
hurt because I knew that Ben himself was 
deeply hurt in his manly ego. 

“Physical love isn’t everything in life 
Ben.” I told him bravely. “I'll never leave 
you. I love you too much.” 

I meant every syllable of my pledge. 
Yet, how could I ignore or forget the stir 
ring yearning inside of me which had nevet 
been satisfied. How could I go on living 
day after day with the one person I loved 
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and never truly belonging to him, never 
truly having him belong to me in ever 
sense of the sacred marriage ritual. 
Doctors did no good. Ben went to se 
eral of the best. We were interviewed an! 
examined together by a specialist. Thing 
remained unchanged. I thought I would 
lose my mind. What horrible trick of wh 
cruel God had doomed me to walk to tle 
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threshold of happiness only to have the 
door slammed in my face? 

I was almost ready to blaspheme, to 
curse my Creator. 

Then, one night, on my knees praying 
to God, I found sanity. I became con- 
yinced that somewhere in my life was an 
ugly sin. All I had to do to receive the 
ultimate blessing of life was to dedicate 
myself more fully to my service of God, to 
patiently wait. One day. I knew, Ben and 
[ would find the way to be normally happy 
like other couples. 

I threw myself into my church work 
with even greater vigor than I had before 


[I met Ben. I spent long hours in the 
evenings, working with the choir, with the 


Sunday School, with the Ladies of Hope 
Club. I had the zeal of an evangelist in 
driving the members of the club to slave 
and sacrifice for the church. We had fan- 
tastic success. But in my new devotion to 
the cause, I made two great mistakes. I 
didn’t tell Ben of my decision and I began 
to neglect our home life for my church 
work. Soon, Ben was eating dinner out 
frequently because I hadn’t time to pre- 
pare his meals. I was attending this re- 
hearsal, that committee meeting, making 
calls, selling tickets. I lost all interest in 
making the apartment beautiful. I had 
been so proud of it once—searching for 
little knick-knacks, poring over the papers 
for bargains to furnish it. 

I know now that Ben misunderstood. 
Ben believed that my church work indi- 
cated a rejection of him. 
it, blamed himself for 
He never said a word and I didn’t have the 
insight to tell how he was torturing him- 
self. I was too grimly determined to ease 


He brooded over 
driving me away. 


my own feelings. 

So it was that, over the months, the 
two of us drew further into our shells of 
separateness. We still shared the deep 
regard for each other, still loved each other 
deeply but it was a bruised and wounded 
love: a love marred by which 
grew solidly between us. 
spoke of our marital incompatability, 
never sought to face the issue. 

When we remodeled our apartment the 
second year after our marriage, it was with 


barriers 
We never again 


a silent, common understanding that twin 
beds were substituted for the large double 
bed which we had once shared. 
Ironically, the further we 
from each other, the more 
made economically. As I had buried my- 
self in my church work, Ben, needing some 
outlet, too, had applied himself almost 
fanatically in his job at one of the plants. 
He became a foreman and since both of us 
knew the art of living economically, 
found ourselves 
bank account. 


grew apart 


progress we 


we 

acquiring a comfortable 
When we had been mar- 
tied four years, we were in a position to 
make substantial payment on a home in 
one of the nicer sections of the city where 
Negroes were moving in as fast as whites 
Were moving out. 





Since we’d been married, Ben and I 
hadn’t socialized too much. We weren’t 
one of those couples who create friend- 
ships with other couples. We had a num- 
ber of good mutual friends at the church, 
but I think the strained domestic situation 
made us of letting others get too 
close to our home life. When we moved 
however, Ted Waters 
came into our lives. Ted lived across the 
street from us. He had experienced two 
recent tragedies when we first got to know 
him. His bride of a few months had been 
killed in an automobile accident and he 
had sustained an injury to his ankle at 
work in a steel plant; an injury sufh- 
ciently serious to incapacitate him and to 


wary 


into our new home, 


cause the company to settle a considerable 
sum of money on him. 

Ted lonely fellow whose expe- 
rience had made him sort of anti-social. 
But from the first day Ben and I met him. 
he took to us. 

At that, we might never have become 
friends if it hadn’t been for a minor inci- 
dent. Starting out for work together one 
morning, Ben and I noticed the tall, broad- 
shouldered man trying to ram a long stick 
He wasn’t 


was a 


up against a front window. 
having much success seemingly. 

“Got troubles, neighbor? Can I help?” 
Ben called out to him. 

The man scowled at us at first, then his 
face relaxed. 

“Maybe so,” 
out of my own house. 
door shut. I can get in through this win- 
dow but I can’t seem to get it open. Guess 
I should had my Wheaties this 
morning.” 

The truth of the matter was that it was 
Ted’s bad ankle which was causing the 
trouble. He couldn’t put much pressure 
on it. But we didn’t know that then and 
he was too proud to admit it. 

Ben offered. He took the 


neighbor, heaved the win- 


he replied. “Locked myself 
Wind slammed the 


have 


“Let me try,” 
stick from our 
dow open and turned to Ted triumphantly. 

“That wasn’t hard at all,” Ben said half- 


teasing. “You sure didn’t have your 
Wheaties.” 
Our neighbor looked uncomfortable, 


started to say something, seemed to change 
then muttered: ““Thanks, lots.” 
Ben told him. “By 


This is my wife, 


his mind, 
“Don’t mention it,’ 


the way. I’m Ben Jordan. 


Gloria. We just moved in across the 
street.” 
“Glad to meetcha,” the man said. “Ted 


Waters.” He took Ben’s outstretched hand, 


nodded to me, but his face wore a worried 


look. He turned to gaze back at the win- 
dow. Then he said embarrassedly. 


“Look, 


window for me and opening the door. 


would you mind climbing in the 
Hate 
to impose but, you see, I couldn’t make it. 
Got a bum ankle.” 

“Of course. Glad to,” 
minute later he was opening Ted’s front 
Ted thanked him and we 


Ben agreed. A 


door for him. 
went off down the street to get our bus. 
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That evening, after dinner, the front 
door bell rang. It was Ted. He had pack- 
ages. 

“Good evening.” I heard him greet Ben. 
“You folk drink? I brought a little Scotch 
over and a box of candy for the missus. 
Thought I’d like to express my thanks for 
your helping me this morning.” 


70U’D HAVE THOUGHT Ben and I 
had saved the man’s life—he was so 
grateful. It turned out to be a most pleas- 
ant evening. Ted. once you got through 
his reserved manner, was a fascinating 
He talked well on a number of sub- 
jects. He and Ben discovered several 
common interests—jazz, comic books and 
civil rights. Ted had a charming way of 
carrying on a lively conversation with Ben, 
but never letting me feel left out. 

“You two are going to be excellent 
buddies,” I told them as Ted prepared to 
leave about three hours after his arrival. 

Ted turned a pretty, crooked smile on 
me. The charm of it almost took my breath 
away. 

“We three,” he corrected. 

“Nice fellow.” Ben commented after Ted 
had left. 

“Yes.” I agreed. I felt guilty about how 
much I agreed. There was something ap- 
pealing about Ted; something which dis- 
turbed me ever so vaguely. I had no idea 
that he was to become the most important 
influence in my life. But I do know that 
night was a restless, sleep-denied night 
for me. When I did fall away into dreams, 
Ted was in them. 

Ted was just what the doctor ordered 
for Ben and me. Where we had lived in a 
sort of vacuum from day to day. existing 
like separate beings bound together only 
by circumstances, we began to find a com- 
mon interest in our new friend. He brought 
something into our lives which seemed to 
restore. to some small degree. the relation- 
ship we had once shared. Of course. this 
didn’t affect our physical and emotional 


man. 


problem. I doubt if anything could have 
altered that. But we had both been so 


starved for each other’s companionship 
and so shy of expressing our hunger that 
we gladly settled for any little change for 
the better. 

Ted and Ben became as close as broth- 
ers. They were both interested in chess. 
sat for long hours discussing the 
Negro problem. I told them jokingly that. 
if they had been able to have a voice in 
national affairs, the NAACP could be 


losed down pronto. Ted was like a mem- 


They 


ber of the family—and as we got to know 


him intimately, we realized how important 
we had become in his life. Since his wife’s 
his accident. he had become 


He admitted to me one 


death and 
ilmost anti-social. 
evening that he never believed he would 
have another friend. 

“I don’t know how to explain it, Gloria,” 
he told “But, after June went, I 
eemed to hate God, the world and every- 


me. 


36 


thing in it. You'll never know how much 
that girl meant to me. Then I wanted to do 
nothing but work, work. work. Then this 
happened.” He pointed to his twisted 
ankle. “I began to believe the better you 
tried to be in life. the worse breaks you got. 
People annoyed me with their sympathy 
and their stupid, well-intended remarks. 
But you and Ben—your’re different. I feel 
like I’m another man since I’ve met you 
two. Nope. I never thought I'd love any- 
one after June. But. do you know. I love 
you and Ben very much?” 

The simple. frank way he said it touched 
me right down deep. I didn’t know any 
way to express my feeling in words. I 
walked over to Ted and kissed him lightly. 
but tenderly on the forehead. 

“We love you. too.” I said sincerely. 

Ben had been down in the basement. 
stoking the furnace. He came into the 
room just as I straightened up from kiss- 


ing Ted. 





“Hey.” he declared in mock alarm. 
“What the hell’s going on here. One of 


those best friend and my wife deals. huh?” 

We all laughed heartily. We were vers 
close together in that moment. Only. be- 
hind my laughter, I was pure scared. 
Scared because my brief brushing contact 
with Ted had an effect which shocked me. 
A trip-hammer beating and pounding had 
started up in my heart when I'd kissed 
him. A revival of the old. mysterious feel- 
ing which had come over me that first day 
when I met him. that night when I'd 
dreamed of him. had taken hold of me. 
I felt guilty and low. After all. Ted’s af- 
fection for me was one of those rare. sex- 
less things which are so beautiful and last- 
ing. And here I was. like an ordinary slut. 
defiling it with chambermaid thoughts. 
Here I was thinking about how firm. how 
good his arms would be about me. how 
ecstatic, how thrilling his lips would be 
crushing mine. 

I gave myself a good. silent talking-to 
that night on my way to sleep. I prayed 
to God to let me dismiss the sinful thoughts 
from my mind. I virtually convinced my- 
self that I was allowing myself to become 
frantic for love. simply because things 
hadn’t worked out with Ben and men. But 
I’m afraid that the real me didn’t honestly 
want to be helped. The real me yearned 
over Ted. his strong shoulders. the light of 
sadness in his deep. brown eyes. the hurt I 
saw in his face sometimes when he didn’t 
know anyone was looking. I lay awake 
nights thinking about him. I found myself 
wishing he were lying beside me, so I could 
caress his hair. so my lips could belong to 
his lips, so he could take me out of my 
torment into the comfort 
suffered 


world of lonely 
and relaxation of his arms. I 
after 
dreaming. wanting... . 

I often wonder how things would have 
worked out if Ben hadn’t spent that three- 
For a long 


night night of torment, wishing, 


month period in the hospital. 
time my husband’s doctor had been warn- 


ing him about an aggravated stomach con- 
dition and advising him to undergo surgery, 
Ben had an awful lot of courage, but he 
was scared stiff of a surgeon’s knife. He 
frankly admitted that he knew he’d had to 
have the operation, but that he was trying 
to put it off as long as possible. One after. 
noon, they brought him home from work. 
Ben was really in bad shape. The doctor 
came and immediately ordered him to the 
hospital. 

Ted drove us there. All the way, I was 
feeling so badly I wanted to burst out into 
tears. I was thinking about all my poor 
husband had been through. True. I myself 
had suffered great frustration from our 
marriage. But for a man, a situation like 
ours was doubly bad. Not only is there the 
unfulfilled physical need. but a man’s ego 
about being a man to his woman is a very 
important thing. Now, poor Ben was going 
to have to face surgery. I knew also that 
he’d worry about finances—the big hos. 
pital bill, the fact that our income would 
be greatly curtailed. 

Ted must have been reading my mind. 

“[ don’t want you to worry about any. 
thing at home while you’re gone.” Ted 
tossed over his shoulder.at Ben. “I'll look 
out for Gloria while you’re away. Maybe 
she'll even let me give her a few dollars 
to fix meals for me. After all, I imagine 
money will be a little tight until you get 
back into swing.” 

That’s how good a friend Ted was. He 
could offer financial aid to Ben without 
hurting my husband’s stubborn pride about 
such things. As we swung through the 
creat hospital gates, my thoughts switched 
from pity for Ben to gratitude to Ted. 
What a wonderful friend he was. Instantly. 
I began to think the kind of wicked. dark 
thoughts which I’d been trying for so long 
to dismiss. Ted and I would be alone to 
gether now. Ted and I.... 

Every evening, after work, I went to the 
hospital to be with Ben. IT held his hands 
in mine as we sat and talked. Every eve 
ning when I came out of the hospital. there 
was Ted’s car—waiting. On Sundays, Ted 
would go with me to see my husband. But 
every night. he was there just outside the 
hig hospital gates, waiting for me. I pro- 
tested at first, 

“You really don’t have to do this,” I told 
him. 

He gave me a direct look from the depth: 
of those wonderful eyes. 

“I know I don’t have to.” Ted said. ! 
shivered with delight and fear at the throl- 
bing feeling which seemed to undertone hi: 
words. Slowly, surely, an unspoken thing 
was growing up between us—communica 
ing itself with almost deadly certainty 
It lived between us on the pleasant nigh! 
rides home from the hospital. ft was there 
when we arrived at my home and Ted cam 
in to relax in the easy chair which we 
Ben’s favorite and to sit there. smoking bi 
pipe while I fixed dinner for us. The fee 
ing ran high as we sat at the table. talking 
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merrily, joking, laughing—then sometimes, 
suddenly falling into an agreement of 
silence because the things we both wanted 
to say to each other were too much to be 
said. And even silence was too little to 
express them. 

I knew now that Ted loved me as deeply 
as I loved him. I knew that he was desper- 
ately fighting to control and suppress that 
Jove. And every evening when I[ sat by 
Ben’s hospital bed, holding hand, I 
hated myself—because I was thinking of 
Ted—wishing visiting hour were over so I 
could hasten out the little cubby-hole of a 
room. down the hall to the elevator and out 
into the cool night air where Ted was wait- 
ing. Ted and I. . 

It was inevitable—what happened. In- 
evitable that, one evening, two weeks after 
Ben had entered the hospital, Ted and I 
should be sitting side by side on the sofa 


his 


in the living room. Inevitable that the 
soft lights and the soft music from the 


radio—the loneliness that lived inside the 
two of us—the unfulfilled yearning for 
love and satisfaction of love should creep 
upon us like a thief in the night and take 
possession of us so that we were willing to 
forget everything we should have remem- 
bered. Inevitable that during one of our 
meaningful silences, Ted should suddenly 
place his hand on my trembling hand and 
say simply, agonizedly; “Gloria, I love 
you.” 

Inevitable that my answer was to lean 
back into his waiting arms, that flame 
danced and leaped in me from head to toe 
when, head back-tilted. I surrendered my 
lips to his. Inevitable that his arms should 
tighten about me, arms of iron, arms of 
tenderness. Inevitable that I should moan 
low and wanting, with all the stream of 
desire sweeping me up to rush along with 
him into sin—sin that inflamed my whole 
self, that had me panting, 
pleading, giving, giving, giving... . 

Oh, Ted. Ted and me. 

Of course, when it was over, we had to 
face the ghastly truth. We had to face 
the Commandment we had violated. We 
had to face the guilt, the memory of Ben’s 


sin crying, 


a... 


laughing, confident remark “best friend 
and my wife stuff,” that night when he 


had seen me innocently kissing Ted’s fore- 
head. 

We faced it—and although 
ashamed, we knew that we would go on 
and on and on—that we had something for 
each other, wicked, sinful—but so strong, 
80 infectious that we would break the Com- 
mandment again and again. 

There was one thing we decided. 


we were 


Never 
again in Ben’s own home would we dis- 
respect him. We planned and schemed our 
sinfulness. I would come to Ted’s home 
every night when we came from the hos- 
pital. IT would prepare meals there. We 
would tell Ben we had made a business ar- 
rangement about helping Ted keep his 
Place tidy and getting meals for him. Ben 
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e stomach, waist, hips and thighs, 


Try It! ; og _ %o DUPONT NYLON STITCHING 
is used on the Bulgemaster panels. Special pin point perfora- 
TAKE = tion allows air to circulate for your added comfort. 
OFF Y 
aentan MAGIC INSET CONTROL 
Magic insets control in complete comfort, guaranteeing healthful, lasting 
At Once! support. They lift and flatten the tummy, slim down the waist, trim the 
hips, eliminate the ‘‘spare tire’’ w aistline roll. Cleverly designed with 
diagonal control-stretch to give each bulge the exact amount of 
STOUT re straint it requires. 
WOMEN No bones — No buckles — No steel — No lacets — No adjustments 


SENOWNO MONEY MAIL COUPON NOW! 
| Tranzform, Inc., 15 E. 16th, Dept. 184, New York 3 


On 


sizes, 


w ith wonder-working once. 


Buigemaster - 
3 5.08 plus postag (Extra large 
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OEMS WANTED 


To Be Set To Music 





Sehd one or more of your best poems 
today for FREE EXAMINATION. Any 
Subject. — Consideration. 


nograph Records Made 
CROWN music to., 1478-M Broadway, New York 36 














Have alluring curves instead of sagging, heavy wide 

bust. Magic laced midriff adjusts to mold your figure. 

En njoy sweet sixteen separation and firmness 

LOOK SLIMMER — YOUNGER — MORE ATTRACTIVE 

1. Special design control cups, for maximum support 
for youthful separation, chafe proof seams. 


GP 2. Exclusive, adjustable, midriff gives 


custom-made fit. Does away with 
Ne sees 


The S. J. Wegman Co., Dept. N-556B 
836 Broadway, New York 3, N. Y. 
Send my “‘NU-YUTH” Bra by return mail. If f 
am not 100% delighted I'll send it back in 10 
days for full purchase price refund 
How many? .. # (2 for $5.85) 
Bust size Cup size 

Q } SendC.O.D. I'll pay postman $2.98 plus postage. 


unsightly ‘‘tires,’’ without —— 
ond discomforts. Super pre shrun 
broadcloth. 

. V-shaped, elasticized inserts 


breathe with you. 
Sizes 34-52 Cups B, C, D $2.98. 
10-DAY TRIAL orren! 
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Would believe it. Ben would never suspect. 
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I’ll Send You This Handsome 
SAMPLE 
CASE 


FREE 








TUL ALLAN 





MAKE UP TO 


$309 x DAY! 


You can auie plenty of EXTRA CASH for yourself, 
in spare time or full time, with this big, valuable, 
FREE tailoring Sample Case packed with 150 beau- 
tiful, big-value suit and overcoat samples. Just show 
the samples and last-minute styles to friends, fellow- 
workers, others. Take their orders for fine made-to- 
measure clothes—and pocket BIG CASH PROFITS 
in advance. No experience, no tailoring knowledge 
needed—and no money needed, ever. We supply every- 
thing FREE—sample case, sample suitings, equip- 
ment, instructions. Start making money first day! 
Your Personal Suits without 1¢ Cost! 
When men see the fine fit, quality and value of our suits— 
THEY ORDER! So we make it easy for you to get your 
own personal suits and overcoats without paying even 
one penny. Don't wait! Rush the coupon below with your 
name, address, and age for your FREE SAMPLE 
CASE—Today! 
STONE-FIELD CORP., Dept. X-964 
=o SStS. Tivoep Strect _o _Coteage 7, 08. 
'STONE-FIELD CORP., Dept. X-964 7 
1532s. Throop Street, Chicago 7, Illinois H 
' please rush ABSOLUTELY FREE the valuable Sample 
Case with suit fabrics and style display. Include in- 
Istructions, money-making plans and details for getting! 
{my own suits without paying one cent. 
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COLD WEATHER PAYS OFF in 
Profits for Men Who Sell New 
Insulated Shoes and Jackets... 


he 









with New 2-in-1 
Combination Deal 


JUST 3 SALES DAILY Earn You 
Up to $660 EXTRA Every Month! 


Get into a high paying business you can run from 
home. We rush you absolutely Free a powerful Start- 
ing Business Outfit. It contains everything you need 
to make exciting cash profits from the first hour. 
You also get wonderful savings on everything you 
need for yourself or family. 

Take orders for just 3 of these fast t-selling combinations 
a day (our 2-in-1 plan) and you earn up to $660 per month. 
Here are Just a few of the combinations folks buy from 
ou fast: 
Insulated Jacket and leather Boot Combination . 
ime type subzero Insulation as U.S. Army Coldbar Suit! 
@ Horsehide leather jacket lined with reai sheepskin 

nd extra-comfortabie air-cushioned work shoe, also lined 
with warm fleece! e Smart, luxurious Palomino Leather 
Jacket . Matching slip-on Moccasins! e New Reversible 
Nylon-Rayon Jacket . genuine Shell Cordovan Leather 
Oxford! (These combinations pay you up to $9.50 profit 
per sale!) We'll put you in business immediately by 
rushing a complete Sales Outfit FREE! 


You Get Steady REPEAT ORDERS 


Beauty of your Mason business is that it brings you 
exciting profits every month. Satisfied customers buy from 
ou time after time. That's because Mason products are 
never sold in stores .. . folks in your town must buy from 
Here's why it’s so easy to make big money: 
e You show a selection no store can match! Over 195 dress, 
port, work shoe styles . . . even Jackets, raincoats! 
@ You can fit almost erery man and woman, because of our 
amaz sing range of sizes (244-15) and widths (AAAA to 
4): 





e You carry no stock—yet you're never “‘out’’ of a size, 
tvle or width! With our huge stock (over a quarter 
million pairs of shoes) to draw on, you give customers 
wh at they want! 
@ You feature exclusive Velvet-eez Air Cushion innere 
oles... @ blessing for men and women who work. 
@ Mason Shoes have Good Housekeeping Guarantee Seal. 
@ Folks really appreciate this convenient, leisurely way 
f “shopping"’’ for shoes at home or work. Saves time... 
aves shopping around... saves money! 
Start now! To get your Mason Starting Business 
Outfit including the Mason “Miracle” Line, featuring 
Insulated Jackets, shoes . . . Silicone-tanned shoes 
that shed water . . . Shoe-Jacket combinations . . . 
other fast-selling moneymakers . .. mail coupon 
today! We'll rush your FREE Starting Business 
Outfit with everything you need to make exciting 
double profits from your first hour! 


MASON Shoe Mfg. Co., vept.371 


Chippewa Falis, Wisconsin 


SEND FOR FREE OUTFIT! 


' MASON SHOE MFG. CO., Dept. 371 
Chippewa Falls, Wisconsin 


Please rush complete Mason Shoe & Jacket Starting 
Business Outfit with everything I need to start 
earning big money from my first hour! 
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Our affair went on all through the time 
Ben was in the hospital. Ted was a pas- 
sionate but gentle lover. I lived in a 
seventh heaven of bliss. marred only by 
frequent moments of guilt. Soon, however, 
I had talked myself out of the guilt feel- 
ing. After all, I rationalized, I was a hu- 
man being and so was Ted. It wasn’t our 
fault that Ben was unable to fulfill his hus- 
bandly duties. What we were doing 
wouldn’t hurt him as long as he didn't 
know. I was still playing the role of de- 
voted wife to him and doing it very well. 
It wasn’t hypocrisy either, I told myself, 
for I did have a genuine love for my hus- 
band. 

Surprising how such a cold, 
tude can be built up until it 
logical, believable and even—seemingly— 
moral. I soon became convinced that mine 
was one of those unusual cases—a woman 
with two husbands—one legitimate and 
one with whom an alliance had been 
brought about because of the meanness of 
Fate. 

As time drew near for Ben to be dis- 
charged from the hospital, I began to wor- 
ry. I couldn’t give Ted up and I flinched 
at the idea of constantly lying and sneak- 
ing around in order to be with Ted. How 
would it all work out? Ted told me not to 
worry and, the way things happened. I 
didn’t have to. 


false atti- 
becomes 


EN CAME HOME and after a few days 

of building up his strength, went back 
to work. By a magic coincidence. he was 
given an easier job, transferred to the 
night shift. This meant no interruption in 
my idyllic, two-timing life with Ted. We 
still had evenings together. I had my one 
husband during the day and the other at 
night. 

None of the neighbors seemed to at- 
tach any significance to the strange tri- 
angle which they must have noticed. In 
the first place. we didn’t bother with them 
much at all. In the second place, they oft- 
en saw the three of us together and that 
seemed to keep down any conjecture. 

It was a whole year after Ben’s hospital- 
ization that my playhouse rudely, unex- 
pectedly tumbled down. Ben himself was 
the one who pushed it over. It happened 
on a Sunday afternoon when the 
us were having dinner together. 
off on Sundays. We were just 
our meal when Ben threw shock into both 
Ted and me with a quiet, unemotional 
statement. 

“T’ve decided to give you your divorce, 
darling,” he told me. My mouth fell open 
I flashed a quick, startled 
then stared at 


three of 
Ben was 
finishing 


in astonishment. 
glance in Ted’s direction, 
Ben. 
“What, Ben?” I demanded, 
He nodded, not repeating, 
confirming the statement. 
I recovered myself and began talking 
stifly—playing the role of an injured wife. 
“T don’t know what’s brought on this 


but weakly. 
but merely 


sudden decision, Ben,” I told him. “But, 
really, I must say that even though Ted is 
our closest friend, this is no time to. . . .” 

“Just a minute, Gloria,” Ben interrupted 
wearily. Yet, through the weariness, there 
was enough command in his tone to in- 
timidate me into silence. “Of course Ted 
is close to us. And he’s become even closer 
to you. Oh. don’t worry. either of you. I’m 
not going to make like the double-dealt 
and avenging mate. If I wanted to do that 
I'd have done it long ago. I’ve known 
about you two ever since the day you 
started being so close.” 

shot another glance at Ted. He was 
sitting as though hypnotized, staring at 
Ben. Well, if he wasn’t going to help, at 
least I could try to carry on the fight. 

“You're just guessing. Ben.” I flared 
hotly. “And you’re making a pretty nasty 
guess. What do you really know? What 
can you prove?” 

I was sure that Ben was only guessing. 
I was prepared to bluff the whole thing 
through, to make him feel so miserable 
for having accused us that he’d never bring 
the subject up again. I was getting ready 
to get very dramatic. 

Ben stood and paced the floor, hands 
jammed into his pockets. voice quiet and 
assured. 

“T don’t know anything. I can’t prove 
anything. That is, not in the peek-a-boo 
through the window or the private detec- 
tive sense,” he answered me. “But I do 
know you are in love with Ted and that 
he’s in love with you.” 

“How?” I screamed. 

Ben stopped in front of me. his eyes 
riveted on mine in a gaze so steady that it 
seemed to burn into my guilty mind. 

“Tl tell you how.” Now his voice 
trembled slightly with a passion. “I love 
you, Gloria—as much as I ever did. Don't 
you know that when you love someone 
truly. you can tell when you’ve lost her? 
Don’t you know that when you love some- 
one truly. you can tell when someone else 
loves her?” 

My eyes closed with the pain of hearing 
Ben say those words. I couldn’t lie to him 
another second. All I could do was to sit 
there filled with all the shame and self- 
reproach which I’d been crowding out of 
my consciousness for months. 

I heard Ted’s voice. It was broken with 
remorse, 


“T’ve been a dirty rat, Ben. 
io | ” 


” T heard Ted 
saying. 
“Don’t 
said gently. 


reproach yourself, Ted,” Ben 
The tone of his voice made me 


open my eyes. He actually had a smile on 





his face—a smile, I thought, of under 
standing and forgiveness. 

“T know everything you're going to say, 
Ted.” Ben continued. “I don’t hate you 
for what has happened. Nor do I hate 
Gloria. I did for a few days. lying there in 
the hospital. . . .” 

“You knew then... ?” I exclaimed 


before I could stifle the words. 
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“T won’t bother to try to prove it,” Ben 
said softly. “But, I knew the night and the 
time when Ted first put his arms about you 
and kissed you. It happened in this house, 
in that living room,” he continued. “I al- 
most got out of bed to come home. Nothing 
and no one could have stopped me. I 
cried. I cursed. I prayed to God. I had a 
hitter fight to control myself. I won that 
fight. Because if I hadn’t, you’d both be 
dead now. I wanted to kill you. Then I 
thought. I realized that you, Gloria, mar- 
ried half a man for a husband. That, 
through no fault of your own, or mine, you 
got a bad bargain. I realized that you were 
still a vibrant, healthy woman who wanted 
love and that it was selfish of me to want 
to cling to you even though I couldn’t give 
itto you. I realized that you, Ted, have 
been slowly, surely falling in love with 
Gloria. And how could I, who love her 
more than life itself, fail to understand 
that?” 

Ted and I were silent, our eyes fastened 
on Ben as he walked slowly, back and 
forth, speaking with a quiet intensity and 
sincerity. 

“So now I’ve decided to let two people 
be happy instead of keeping three unhap- 
py,” Ben added. “I’m leaving tonight. I 
don’t want you to think of me as noble or 
making a great sacrifice. I really can’t go 
on like this any longer, myself and I’m 
convinced that our 
chance. I can only say I love you both 
very much and thank God that I can say 
it with honesty and that I bear you no 
malice.” 

He walked out of the room and when I 
opened my tear-filled eyes, through a mist, 
Isaw Ted leaving silently. 

Ben left that night, promising to get in 


marriage has no 


touch with me about getting together to 
wind up all our business and_ personal 
problems. He gave me the name of a 
hotel where he’d be living for the time 
being. 

All that day I didn’t hear from Ted. I 
knew that he was waiting for me to call to 
tell him my decision. I knew that. like me, 
Ted couldn’t simply accept Ben’s surren- 
der and let it go at that. I knew that the 
that he would 
go along with whatever I said. 


decision would be up to me 


For two miserable. soul-searching days, 
I didn’t move outside the house. I 
thinking, scheming, wondering—should T, 
could I allow Ben to walk out of my life 
just like that. Should I go on my knees to 
him, begging his forgiveness and promis- 


was 


ing to string along for life, even though 
I loved another man? Or should I close 
my eyes to the heroic picture of Ben, for- 
giving Ben, wonderful Ben 
happiness which I would find in marriage 
to Ted. 

Ever hear the statement that God moves 
in a mysterious way? I found out how 


and grasp the 


ttue it is. The evening of the second day 
after Ben had left, Janie Anderson called 
me. Janie is secretary of the Ladies of 





that a plan was afoot to honor me for my 
work with the church; that 
announced at service the next morning. 
There’s a Janie Anderson in every church 
or club who has to spill the beans about a 


surprise so it won’t be a surprise and so 


she can demonstrate how much she knows. 

I went to church Sunday morning and, 
sure enough, the pastor announced the big 
Gloria Jordan day which was to be held 
today. At first. I was overjoyed. Then I 
had the horrible thought. What will the 
church folk think when I come out next 
Sunday to be honored by the whole church 
and have no husband at my side? Wouldn’t 
the rumors start? Wouldn’t the tongues 
wag? 

Then I remembered that circumstances 
would make it possible for me to bluff it 
through. After all, Ben had been in the 
hospital recently. I could use the excuse 
that he was indisposed. Why cheat myself 
out of the honors I richly deserved for my 
efforts for the church. 

Thinking of the big day—today—helped 
me to push aside the complicated problem 
of the mess I had made of my life. At 
least, this would be one glorious day which 
would add something to living. 

And so I was all prepared until this 
morning when I awoke and began to get 
ready to go to church. I was fashionable 
enough in a new dress and hat which I’d 
purchased for the occasion. I paused to 
look at myself in the mirror just before 
leaving. 

Many. times I’ve looked in my 
mirror in the past. But this time. God let 


many 


me see a true reflection. I saw a cruel. sin- 
ful, selfish and immoral woman. I saw a 
woman who had broken God’s sacred law, 
who had trampled the pure heart of a 
good man. I saw a hypocrite who had no 
right to accept the tribute of church peo- 
ple, no right to masquerade as a Christian. 


Ben was the real Christian—Ben who. like 


Christ Himself, could ask a_ merciful 
Father to forgive erring humans who knew 
not what they did. I saw suddenly the 


enormity of what I had done. the falseness 
of my life ever since I had trespassed 
against my marriage vows. I saw repen- 
tance struggling for a hold over my will- 
ingness to accept Ben’s sacrifice. 

I could not truthfully say I no longer 
loved Ted. But I knew that I still loved 
Ben. I knew that the fact that Ben was a 
gcod and a true man was more important 
than whether he could bring me physical 
and sexual joy. I knew that. if I went back 
to God, asking to return to His fold, he 


had 


missed in life and whatever I would miss 


would make up to me whatever I 
in the future. 

I knew I could never be happy with Ted 
—never make him happy; that as wrong 
as we had been, neither of us was wicked 
enough to be able to build happiness on 


the ruins of Ben’s happiness. 


Hope Club. She was excited. She told me 


it would be 









— sell to friends 
and 
neighbors 





Your own NAME BRAND 
business with no investment 


The H. B. Davis Corp. supplies you with your 
own personalized NAME BRAND CATALOG, 
beautifully illustrating over 1,000 fine prod- 
ucts: appliances, cookware, silverware, house- 
wares, tools, clocks, jewelry, watches, etc.... 
from firms like Remington Rand, Richelieu, 
Gruen, Ekco, Royal, Elgin American, Presto, 
Ansco, Bissel, Pepperell, Eversharp, Hoover, 
Dormeyer, William A. Rogers and many, 
many more. 

The only name that appears on these super- 
selling catalogs is your name. (Cover has 
blank space for your own imprint.) The only 
prices shown are list prices (the confidential 
dealers’ price list gives you your cost). Com- 
plete lines of all items are stocked in our 
huge warehouse for prompt shipment of your 
orders within 24 hours. 


FREE 
CATALOG 
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1 H. B. DAVIS CORP., Davis Building ' 
st Dept. 97, 145 W.15 St.,New York 11,N.Y. 8 
: Gentlemen: : 
i I want to start my own name brand business 4 
' with no investment. Please send me a free 4 
4 catalog and confidential dealer's price list 4 
a (no obligation of any kind). 1 

a 
: Name ’ 
‘ (Please Print) ' 
«a Address 1 
' 1 
a City. State. ' 
. . 





FREE FOR ASTHMA 


If you suffer with attacks of Asthma and choke 
and gasp for breath, if restful sleep is difficult 
f struggle to breathe, don’t fail to 
send at once to the Frontier Asthma Company for 
a FREE ttrial of the FRONTIER ASTHMA 
MEDICINE, a preparation for temporary 
tomatic relief of paroxysms of Bronchial Asthma 
No matter where you live or whether you have 
faith in any medicine under the sun, send toda 
for this free trial. It will cost you nothing 
FRONTIER AstHMa Co. 520-a FRONTIER BLDG. 
462 NiaGara St. BurFFato 1, N. Y 
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AT HOME, earn right off, 
with practical Upholstery 
Trades School Course. Good 
sParetime earnings can hetp 
yo pay for your training 
while learning professional custom furni- 
ture upholstery, reupholstery, furniture 
finishing, repairs, slipcover, window 
cornice, cushion and drapery making. 
Course includes FREE—ALL tools, frames, 
materials and fabrics to make 3 beauti- 
ful upholstered furniture and slipcovers, 
yours to keep or sell. 
FREE ILLUSTRATED BOOK, ‘‘Your New 
Way to a Successful Career’’ with sample 
lesson shows you how. Tells all about 
bi opportunities for you in booming 
field of custom upholstery. WRITE TO- his own 
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attendant, 








DAY! Training in School also business 
available. thanks 
APPROVED FOR VETERANS leit 


_—_—— 
Upholstery Trades School 
721 Broadway, N. Y. 3 


Dept. EO-101-07, 






Please send me FREE book and FREE | 
sample lesson No obligatio no sales- 
man will call | 
Home Study © N.Y. School Traini 
To titan 
Address | 
State 

















And I took off my new dress, my new 
hat, my new attitude. I went into my den 
and sat at the desk. I’ve been sitting here 
ever since. You don’t have to kneel to 
pray. I’ve been praying. The telephone 
has been ringing. I can’t answer it. 

No one will understand why I didn’t 
show up at church today. No one but God. 


No one but my pastor—to whom I'll have 
to tell this story. No one but Ted who 
will understand everything exactly. No 
one but Ben. For I’m going to dial the 
telephone number of that hotel where Ben 
is staying now. I am going to ask him to 
come back. God just told me that every- 
thing is going to work out fine. THE END 





Unworthy Of My Son (Continued from Page 39) 


of remorse about the way I’d ignored him, 
the secret feelings I'd had about him. He 
hadn’t asked to be born—and certainly, 
not to be born in shame and disgrace and 
then to be unwanted by the one parent who 
hadn’t deserted him. I hugged Tommy 
closer to me and the way he clung to me 
and smiled when I looked down into his 
eyes made me feel that he realized that his 
mother was finding out how to love him. 

In the tremendous train station, when 
we got to New York. I found a phone booth 
and called the telephone number Eva had 
given me. I was almost panic-stricken 
when the voice that answered the phone 
was a strange voice. I had been expecting 
to hear Eva’s voice. But I was quickly put 
at ease. It was Eva’s aunt. Eva was at 
work and had left instructions with her 
uncle to come to the station and pick me 
up. 

“Why, child, we’ve been expecting you 
for the last two or three days,” Eva’s aunt 
told me. “We were beginning to worry 
about you.” 

The warmth of the greeting reassured 
me. I was further comforted when Uncle 
Sol arrived at the station to take me to the 
house in a rather ancient but quite eager 
Chevvy. Uncle Sol was a courteous. good- 
humored, middle-aged man who immedi- 
ately won my heart by going into ecstasy 
about my looks and “that fine baby.” 

[ was installed in a comfortable, large 
room in the roomy apartment. 

“This is Eva’s room,” my friend’s aunt 
told me. “She wants you to share it with 
her as long as you want to.” 

lo complete my satisfaction that I 
hadn’t done the wrong thing by coming 
away from home, Aunt Edith (they insist- 
ed I call them Aunt and Uncle) sat me 
down to a perfectly delicious meal of fried 
chicken, mashed potatoes, greens, and hot 
hiscuits—and everything just as tasty and 
home-cooked as if I were back at Ma’s. 

Eva was almost hysterical when she got 
home that evening. 

“Girl, it’s so good to see you.” she said, 
laughing almost to the point of tears. “A 
thousand city friends aren’t as good as one 
from home.” 

In my later days in New York, I was to 
remember that statement. 

[ was anxious to have a long talk with 
Eva, to get my problems all analyzed and 
settled and to get down to the business of 
getting on my own, but Eva refused to let 
me get serious that first night. 

“I’m taking the day off tomorrow,” she 
told me. “For the time being, I don’t want 


60 
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to hear any of your worries. I just want 
you to relax. I know you’re tired from your 
trip.” 

So we talked happily about everything 
but what had happened to me. Eva’s boy 
friend, a beautifully-dressed young man 
whose manners matched his clothes. came 
over and took us to the Apollo Theatre 
where Count Basie and his band were fea- 
tured. I thought I had never seen a city 
as magic and wonderful as New York. But 
then, I had never seen any place but my 
home town. 

Aunt Edith and Uncle Sol were wild 
about little Tommy. As far as they knew, i 
was married. I didn’t know what Eva told 
them had happened to my husband, but I 
didn’t bother to ask either. When I had my 
talk with Eva, the first thing I had to get 
straight was that I didn’t want to impose 
on them by living there any longer than 
necessary. I wanted to get a job and my 
own place. 

Eva argued that there was plenty of 
room; that I wouldn’t be putting anyone 
out in the least and that. besides. living 
with them, I’d always be sure of a wonder- 
ful pair of baby-sitters in her aunt and 
uncle who never went anywhere. 

“But, Eva,” I explained. “I'm not going 
to keep Tommy.” 

“Not going to keep him?” she demand- 
ed. thunderstruck. 

“No,” I said firmly. “That’s one of my 
reasons for leaving home. I'll admit that, 
back home. I wanted to get rid of him be- 
cause [ couldn’t stand the sight of him. 
Now, I’ve begun to love him, but it will be 
hard enough for me to make it by myself 
without trying to bring him up too. I 
wouldn’t be able to give him the best in 
life and that’s what I want him to have. 
After all, he’s starting out with one handi- 
cap already—no father. . . .” 

“And another—no mother.” Eva_ shot 
back bluntly. I stared at her. I had never 
had an angry word with Eva and didn’t 
even suspect her of being capable of anger. 
But she was angry now. 

“T know what’s wrong with you, Jerry,” 
she told me. “You’re thinking of yourself 
and only of yourself. You think Tommy’Il 
cramp your style. You’re bitter with the 
world because of what you’ve been through 
and you’re subconsciously taking it out on 
Tommy, making believe to yourself that 
you’re sorry for him. You're really sorry 
for Jerry. Well, let me tell you, I don’t re- 
spect you for it. The fact that the poor 
little kid has no father should make you 
want to do all the more for him.” 





If I'd been thinking halfway clearly, | 
would have appreciated Eva’s honesty. But 
they say the truth hurts. And I could be 
blind stubborn when I wanted to. I re. 
sented Eva trying to talk me out of some. 
thing I’d already settled in my own mind. 

“Don’t think I don’t appreciate deeply 
what you’ve done for me, Eva,” I told her, 
“Because I honestly do. And some day, 
you'll realize how much I do. But I also 
believe that I know what’s best for Tommy 
and for me. My mind’s made up. I’m go. 
ing to give him up for adoption.” 

Eva gave me a long, steady look, then 
shrugged her shoulders. 

“Tt’s up to you, Jerry, of course.” she 
admitted. 

Even though, on the surface, we re. 
mained the closest of friends, that was the 
last time Eva and I discussed the matter 
until I left Eva’s place to take the job in 
Corona. 

I got the job as a maid in the home of a 
young college professor and his wife 
through the placement service of the Har. 
lem YWCA. After my interview with my 
employers and their agreeing to hire me, | 
asked for a week to take care of some vital 
business. I went to an adoption agency and 
told a long. sad story about being sickly, 
unable to find a job and take care of the 
baby too. But I became frightened when 
they asked a thousand questions, required 
me to fill out forms and told me they would 
have to investigate. The question which 
really scared me off was whether I had 
parents or relatives who would be willing 
to take care of the baby. I went through 
the motions and left the agency, deter- 
mined to find some other way. 

My job was a sleep-in arrangement and, 
for the first few weeks, while I was work- 
ing. I had to take advantage of the kind- 
ness of Eva’s aunt who wanted to take care 
of Tommy. Of course, I insisted on paying 
her and came in to the city on weekends. 

It was a stroke of good luck, the way I 
met Adele Hutchins. 

My employers, Professor and Mrs. Car- 
ter, were very much interested in the work 
of the National Urban League. They had 
been working with that organization for 
some time. One Friday, Mrs. Carter asked 
if I would mind helping her Sunday after- 
noon. There would be extra pay. She was 
having a tea for some of the ladies on one 
of the League’s fund-raising committees. 
It was, of course, an interracial committee 
and I thought. with fierce pride, that of 
the women who attended. Mrs. Adele 
Hutchins was the most striking. 

The wife of a prominent Jamaica physi- 
cian, Adele Hutchins was one of those 
amazingly youthful-appearing middle-aged 
women who would have passed anywhere 
as in her late twenties. She had what you 
might call a hot house kind of beauty. 
looked as though she’d always been well- 
cared-for and very much loved. She was 4 
beautiful Indian brown color, with expre* 
sive brown eyes and the loveliest chestnut 
hair which fell about her shoulders. 

During the tea, Mrs. Carter brought Mrs. 
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Hutchins out to the kitchen to show her a 
new sink gadget and introduced her to me. 

“I thought you might be interested in 
the fact that Mrs. Hutchins is from your 
home state.” Mrs. Carter told me. 

Mrs. Hutchins and I passed a few polite 
words — uncomfortable for me—and I 
thought I’d seen the last of her. 

But, two weeks later, on an afternoon 
when Mrs. Carter had suddenly decided to 
go into town to shop, I answered the door- 
bell to see Mrs. Hutchins standing there, 
her snappy Buick convertible parked in 
front of the house. 

“Hello, Jerry.” she greeted me brightly. 
“Mrs. Carter in? Passing by and thought 
['d stop in to discuss something with her.” 

“Why, no.” I told her. “But won’t you 
come in and have a cup of tea. Maybe 
she’ll be back soon.” 

Mrs. Hutchins agreed to wait a few min- 
utes. I served her tea and cookies and 
went back into the kitchen to my maga- 
zine. 

A few minutes later, I heard the visitor 
call my name. 

I went back into the living room. 

Mrs. Hutchins looked at me with a 
strange, calculating look. Seemingly, she 
had something on her mind, but wasn’t 
sure of the wisdom of mentioning it. 

“Jerry. | wonder if you’d mind awfully if 
I butted into your business?” she asked 
finally. 

“Why. no. Mrs. Hutchins, that is... 
I began awkwardly. 

“All right. [ll just plunge into it—no 
diplomacy, no preliminaries. And if you 
think I’m out of line, you just me 
straight. Ever since I was here the other 
day, I’ve been thinking about and 
wondering if I’m right about something. 
Jerry, is it true that you are a very un- 
happy girl?” 

The directness of the question took me 
off guard. So much so that I couldn’t help 
what happened. I burst into tears. I guess 
there was a lot of pent-up pressure inside 
of me and the kind interest of Mrs. Hutch- 
ins must have released it almost violently. 

Mrs. Hutchins stood up and put her arm 
around me. “I thought so.” she was mur- 
muring softly, patting my shoulder com- 
fortingly. “Now, look, just sit down and 
tell me what it’s all about. I’m sure Mrs. 
Carter wouldn’t mind. After all, we’re from 
the same state, you know, and we ought to 
be willing to help each other.” 

She was so kind, so sincere that, almost 
before I realized that I was doing it. I had 
told Mrs. Hutchins everything that had 
happened to me—from Tommy’s deserting 
me to my quarrel with Eva about the baby. 

Mrs. Hutchins let me talk without inter- 
ruption, except. here and there. a word of 
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set 


you 


comforting encouragement. 

When I'd finished, she asked me: 

“Jerry, when is your day off?” 

I told her I was free on weekends. 

She took a small, dainty card from her 
purse. On it were printed her name, ad- 
dress and telephone number. She invited 
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me to have dinner with her and her hus- 
band the following Sunday. 

“T want you to bring little Tommy with 
you,” she said. 

I had no idea what Mrs. Hutchins had 
in mind. But I was grateful for her kind- 
ness and accepted the invitation. 

After a tasty dinner, Dr. Hutchins left on 
a call, saying he hoped he’d be finished 
before I left. I put Tommy to sleep in 
Mrs. Hutchins’ bedroom and she and I 
went to the living room to relax and talk. 
Mrs. Hutchins asked me many questions 
about myself and my family. They were 
tactful questions but, just the same. I could 
tell she had something definite in mind. I 
answered her frankly about everything. 

Finally, she got around to the point. 

“Jerry, I’m inclined to agree with your 
girl friend, Eva, that you ought to do ev- 
erything in your power to keep Tommy 
with you,” she said. “But you are the one 
who must make the decision. So I’m not 
going to try to talk you out of your plan. 
On the other hand, I’ve got selfish motives 
too. You see, Doctor and I have everything 
we want in life—except a child. We have 
no hope of ever having one of our own and 
I’m wondering if you'd like to consider us 
as Tommy’s foster parents. We could give 
him everything a child should have and, 
from what I’ve seen of him. I know we'd 
love him as if he were our very own.” 


©’ HE waited for my reaction. I was over- 
joyed. The next best thing I could do 
for Tommy, other than bringing him up 
myself, was to find him a home like this— 
where he could grow up with love, secur- 
ity and in an atmosphere of refinement. 

“T think that would be just wonderful, 
Mrs. Hutchins,” I exclaimed. 

“Of course, it wouldn’t be as simple as 
our just agreeing on it.” Mrs. Hutchins 
declared. “We’d have to work it out 
through an adoption agency. They'd inves- 
tigate us thoroughly so you'd be satisfied 
about everything and... .” 

“Why do we have to do it through an 
agency. Mrs. Hutchins?” I asked in alarm. 
Investigation of the Hutchins would also 
mean investigation of me. I had hid noth- 
ing from Mrs. Hutchins but I didn’t want 
my family to find out what I was doing. 
“Why can’t you just take Tommy with my 
consent ?” 

Mrs. Hutchins looked very doubtful. 

“Oh, I don’t think doctor would like do- 
ing it that way,” she answered. “If you in- 
sist, Pll talk it over with him and let you 
know. But I think it would be better all 
around to do it legally. There’s another 
thing, Jerry. [I’ve always thought it was 
heartless that when children are given up 
by their real parents for adoption. often it 
is kept secret who their foster parents are 
ind agreed that there shall be no visits. 
But now that I’m facing this kind of thing 
myself, I see that it is best. I'd have to 
have your word that you wouldn’t try to 
see Tommy and that you’d never tell him 
that doctor and I weren’t really his par- 
ents—that is until such time as we might 
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decide to tell him the truth ourselves. We'd 
hate to take him and then have complica- 
tions arise which might cause unhappiness 
and confusion for every one.” 

I felt a cold pain clutching at my heart. 
Never to see Tommy again! Not to have 
him know that he was mine—not ever? I 
was frightened by these thoughts. But I 
steeled myself. I mustn’t be chicken-heart- 
ed about this thing. What I was doing was 
for Tommy’s best welfare, I was sure. I 
agreed to Mrs. Hutchins’ terms. When I 
left that evening. everything was settled. 
Doctor Hutchins. who had returned from 
his patient. didn’t appreciate too much the 
idea of an informal adoption without the 
services of an agency. But he gave in. I 
think Mrs. Hutchins was afraid I might 
change my mind if he insisted. Also. there 
was a question whether an agency would 
become involved in an agreement already 
made between us. It was finally decided 
that Dr. Hutchins’ lawyer would draw up 
papers. The Hutchins insisted on making 
me a gift of $1000. 

“You’re not selling your baby, dear.” 
Mrs. Hutchins told me. “But we think it 
might be wise if you found some place 
else to live and another job. It might be 
asking too much to have you living and 
working so close to Tommy and not able 
to see him.” 

A week later the papers were drawn up 
and our business settled. It’s hard to de- 
scribe my feelings when I kissed Tommy 
good-bye and felt his warm little arms 
around my neck. I wanted to break down 
and cry and almost felt like reneging on 
the agreement. But I couldn’t do that. I 
didn’t tell Eva or her folks anything about 
the arrangement. Dr. Hutchins had con- 
tact with an agency in Newark, New Jer- 
sey, which located a job for me there as 
receptionist in a dentist’s office. I simply 
told Eva I was taking Tommy with me to 
live in Newark where I had rented a small 
apartment. A lady in the building, I lied. 
had agreed to look out for him during the 
day when I was at work. 

I really had found an apartment—with 
the help of my new employer. Now, I was 
free of responsibilities and I could have 
peace of mind, knowing that Tommy and 
his future were well taken care of. 

I missed Tommy terribly and I woke up 
often during the night. feeling a great 
emptiness and a horrible sense of guilt 
about what I’d done. But then Andrew 
came along—and I forgot—forgot every- 
thing but him. 

The minute I laid eyes on Andrew I 
knew two things—that I wanted him and 
that I shouldn’t. 

Nevertheless, I heeded my heart instead 
of my head. 

Here’s the way Andrew came on the 
scene: 

I'd struck up an acquaintance with a 
girl who worked in the same office—for a 
medical doctor who shared the place with 
my dentist. Rita was her name and she 
was kind enough to worry about the fact 
that I seemed lost, didn’t know anyone in 





Newark and had nothing to do with my 
evenings. A new club was opening that 
Friday night and there were supposed to 
be celebrities and guest artists to get 
things under way. Publicity about the 
opening had appeared in the papers and 
on the radio shows. Rita asked me if I'd 
like to go. She said her boy friend, Eddie, 
had a buddy who would like to meet me, 
I was grateful for the invitation and read. 
ily accepted. 

Getting ready for my date that evening, 
I was in a better mood than I’d been since 
I left Tommy with the Hutchins. Maybe 
this Eddie would turn out to be someone 
nice, someone who’d want to go steady, 
After all, even though I'd been through a 
lot, I still had some looks left and I also 
had some hope left. 

I wasn’t disappointed in my date— 
Charles. He was a clean-cut boy, two 
years my senior and—even though he 
wouldn’t stand out in a crowd—he was 
pleasant company. Our congenial party of 
four rated—through Eddie’s connections— 
a ringside seat and we had a wonderful 
time. ogling the beautifully-dressed men 
and women at the opening, gaping at the 
famous stars who came in, and dancing, 
I thought I was pretty much contented un. 
til Andrew interrupted the whole business 
and upset the party—and me. 

We were seated at our table, waiting 
for the second show to begin when this 
Andrew character walked—or should I say 
—lurched up to our table. He was good- 
naturedly, roaring drunk—and he was also 
the handsomest man Id seen outside of the 
pages of a magazine. His hair was very 
black, very curly—and at this moment, 
unruly locks of it were down on his fore- 
head. He had burning, intense eyes which 
were black as coat buttons and which held 
me fascinated as he approached. He was 
tall. well set-up and while I’m sure this 
sounds foolish, he looked to me like some 
sort of modern-day pirate—swaggering 
just enough not to be too offensive, insolent 
and daring. 
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He was daring all right. He had ap. 
peared out of nowhere but he knew his 
goal as he came straight to our table and 
right over to me. ignoring the rest of the 
party, the stranger leaned over me and 
demanded: 

“Where have you been with your pretty 
self and why aren’t you and I dancing?” 

I felt an inner thumping of excitement 
—but Rita, Eddie and Charles were look- 
ing curious and shocked at this intruder 
whose clothes, although good clothes, were 
rumpled as if he’d slept in them. I looked 
helplessly into his fierce, black eyes. 

“Introduce us to your friend, Jerry,” 
Rita said, attempiing to be diplomatic in 
a tense moment. 

I was lost for words. I knew I should 
appear indignant so this strange mal 
would go away or be sent away by Eddie 
and Charles. But I was under the mo# 
fantastic influence with this character hor 
ering over me. It was almost as if he 
had suddenly hypnotized me. 
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The gypsy-looking man turned to Rita 
with a foolish smile. 

“No introductions necessary,” he said 
with happy insolence. “I don’t wanna know 
you or you or you (he was pointing at 
them). I don’t even know this beautiful 
girl yet, but I’m gonna.” 

Charlie took a look at my 
stood up. 

“Let’s move along, fella.” he said qui- 
etly. “The young lady doesn’t know you 
and you haven’t been invited to join us. 
Let’s just move along.” 

At this point, my hero got belligerent. 
He whirled unsteadily to face Charlie. 

“When I want you,” he muttered in- 
sultingly, “I'll whistle. And don’t inter- 
rupt. you hear, don’t interrupt.” 

His voice was loud now and people at 
other tables began looking at us. I sup- 
pose I should have felt awfully embar- 
rassed. Instead I was telling myself that. 
drunk or not drunk, this was the cutest 
man I’d seen in my life. I had a wild. 
unexplainable desire to run my 
through his curly hair, to kiss those full, 
red lips now twisted into sullen belliger- 
ence. 

The stranger and Charlie were arguing 
and now Eddie had risen from his seat. 
They almost came to blows but one of the 


face and 


fingers 


club’s strong-arm men came along and 
took the stranger by the arm. 


“Come on, Andy,” the bouncer ordered 
in that gentle tone peculiar to bouncers. 
“If the boss picks up on you like this, you 
know what'll happen. C’mon, The 
show’s about ready to hit.” 

He led my besotted hero off, 
the latter arguing and gesturing. 

“Some character,” murmured Rita. 

I couldn’t resist it. I whispered to her. 

“I think he’s the cutest.” 


boy. 


romantic, 


To my amazement, when the curtain 
rang up for the second show, there, dead 


in the center of the stage. stood the stran- 
ger—the man the bartender had called 
Andy. He was the master of ceremonies. I 
gasped. How in the world could this man 
emcee a show in his condition. I got my 
answer. For, he did it and did a wonderful 
job. There was no way of telling, watch- 
ing from the audience, that he was any- 
thing but a little high and full of clever 
sayings and smart quips. I laughed myself 
silly at everything he said. So did Rita. 
But Charles and Eddie were still sore— 
especially Charles who didn’t appreciate 
my enthusiasm. 

“I don’t see anything so comical about 
that drunk,” he kept muttering. “Simple 
fool might fall off the stage any minute 
now.” 

The very thing that disgusted Charles 
was making me admire Andrew in a way. I 


didn’t see how—as high as he was—he 
could do such a smooth job up there. He 
must really love show business, I con- 


cluded. 

I picked up the small advertising folder 
on the table. 
bad boy 
how they 


There was the picture of the 
emcee. Andy Gray. That 
billed him. There was 


was 


a line 
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Do You Make These 
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thout his being straight out of a long en- 
cagement with a New York club. I won- 
dered why I hadn’t heard of him before. 


VV HEN THE SHOW was over we de- 
cided to have a few dances. then go 
looking for some waffles and fried chicken 
and call it a night. I danced a couple with 
Charlie and we returned to our table. Rita 
ind Eddie were still on the floor. We sat 
and waited for them. I could hardly believe 
my eyes when I looked up and saw Andy 
Gray heading for our’ table again. Only, 
1ow he didn’t totter. but walked straight 
is a soldier on drill. I could see that he 
had on a fresh change of clothes. a beauti- 
fully white shirt and a nattily-knotted tie. 
Charles looked up at him angrily. but 
\ndy was smiling peaceably. He looked 
twice as handsome—almost hurt my eves. 
“T want to apologize for causing a scene 
few minutes ago.” he told us in an aw- 
fully sincere manner. “You know how it 
is—opening night on a new job and a guy’s 
inclined to get a little too crocked. Hope 
ou'll forgive me.” 

Charles only grunted. I murmured 
something about accepting his apology. 
But Andy stood there. looking down at me. 

“Tell you what.” he said. “If you really 
orgive me. how about a dance? Then 
[ll know I’m not in the doghouse.” 

He looked at Charles. waiting for him 
to give me an okay. 

I looked at Charles too. I didn’t want 
to be discourteous to my escort. But nei- 
her did I want this naughty. lovely man 
to escape without dancing with me—now 
that he’d extended the invitation. 

Charles was sore because I didn’t make 
some excuse. 

“Well, we’re getting ready to leave in a 
ew minutes—but it’s up to her.” he told 
\ndy ungraciously. 

[ stood and let Andy take me to the 
lance floor. I could almost feel the dag- 
vers from Charles’ eyes as we left. 

With me, dancing was always a pleas- 

But dancing with Andy was no less 
han a sensation. He had all the ease and 
erace of a pro. 

“Your husband—or boy friend—or what- 
ver he is—doesn’t go for me. does he?” 
\ndy asked me as we whirled away—far 
lown the dance floor, out of sight of the 
ingside tables. I knew what he wanted 
I said it. 

“I’m not married—have no boy friend. 
['m new in town. Just met the gentleman 
tonight.” I explained. And was furious 
vith myself for adding. “And. I think 
ou’re nice—when you're sober.” 

\ly partner laughed a delicious-sound- 


>» to say. 


ng laugh. 

“From now on,” he vowed. “I shall stay 
sober.” 

We made more small talk. Then. as the 
lance was ending, Andy told me suddenly: 

“T bought a new car today. Pretty as a 
=peckled pup.” 

“Gee, that’s swell,” I commented. real- 
izing how silly it sounded. 


64 


“Want to take a look?” he asked. 

Of course I knew I shouldn’t. And of 
course, I knew Charles was waiting and 
fuming and that, right after this dance, 
Rita and Eddie would be back at the 
table, waiting to leave. And of course 
I knew that Andy wanted me to do more 
than look at his new car. Right then I 
made the foolhardy, hotheaded decision 
which changed my life. 

“Okay.” I agreed. “Let’s go. It will only 
take a few minutes if you’re parked close.” 

“Right in front of the door,” Andy told 
me proudly. 

For a minute I worried about my coat. 
It was too cool out to go outside without 
it. But Andy thought of that too. 

“Old Sourpuss got your coat check?” he 
asked. grinning. 

I grinned back. 

“Uh-huh,” I replied. 

He was a cool article. Andy. He confi- 
denced the coatcheck girl out of letting 
me have my wrap without a check. 

“T’ll be rsponsible.” he promised her. 
Responsible, I thought. Ill bet you’re the 
most irresponsible man in the state of 
New Jersey. But the most charming. 

The car was beautiful. Gleaming red 
and white—Olds—spanking new. A pretty 
enough car for such a pretty man. We sat 
inside while Andy explained all the new 
gadgets. 

Then he started up the 
cruised slowly toward the corner. 

“You know my party’s waiting for me.” 
I objected weakly. 

“Do you really care?” Andy asked me 


motor and 


gently. 

“No,” I told him. “No. I don’t.” 

“Good girl.” he said approvingly. 
“You’re my kind of girl. I do exactly 
what I want to do and take the conse- 
quences. Only way to live.” 

It sounded so splendidly free. The car 
was a luxurious thing. just flowing along 
as Andy talked—about his youthful career 
in show business, his aspiration to get to 
the top. It was the hour of morning when 
driving through city streets is heavenly— 
no traffic. No bustle. We must have been 
driving for almost a half-hour when Andy 
squinted at the clock on the dashboard. 

“Got to get back for the last show,” he 
told me. “Guess I'll have to return you to 
Mr. Sourpuss. That is. if he waited this 
long. Hope he didn’t. Then you can see 
the last show and have breakfast with me 
and Ill take you home—all honorable and 
stuff.” 

Rita, 
couldn’t blame them a bit. 
was happy. 

It was five in the morning when we left 
the club. I felt adventurous, not tired a 
bit. 

“Now for breakfast.” Andy 
“I could go for some hot bread, sausages 
and eggs. How about you?” 

I'd been toying with a dangerous idea. 
Now I made up my mind. 


Charles and Eddie had left. I 
And, in fact, I 


declared. 


“Great. Provided it’s on me,” I agreed. 
“T’'ve got some perfectly good sausage 
meat, lots of eggs and bacon home and 
I’m a genius with hot bread that doesn’t 
take long to get done,” I suggested. 

“Good girl,’ Andy commented approy- 
ingly. We got into his car and I gave him 
my address. Andy reached into his glove 
compartment when we parked in front of 
the house. He brought out a bottle of 
Scotch. 

“Liquor at this hour?” I asked, making 
a face. 

“You'll get used to it,” he assured me. | 
didn’t know there was a tragic warning 
in those words. 

I hardly know how to explain the way I 
let myself go for Andy. From the rude 
and reckless way I left Charles and the 
rest sitting at the table in the club, waiting 
for me, right down through the years I gave 
Andy—years of love and dog-like devotion, 
in spite of the way he was wrecking his 
own life and mine—all through that time, 
I guess I must have been under some sort 
of spell of loving him. I wasn’t myself 
from the moment he held me in his arms 
on the dance floor and I didn’t become 
myself again for years—too many years, 

Take that Saturday morning at my 
apartment—the first time Andy came there 
—TI hardly know how to explain what hap.- 
pened. It seemed like all evening long, 
from the time he lurched drunkenly to my 
table at the club, there’d been some sort 
of animal communication between us; 
some almost fatalistic, primitive under- 
standing of mutual desire. Every minute 
I'd spent in his company seemed like an- 
other dangerous but irresistible pull toward 
him. I’d put on my apron to get breakfast 
ready that morning. We hadn’t been in the 
apartment for ten minutes—long enough 
for Andy to pour two stiff drinks, long 
enough for him to suddenly sweep me into 
his arms and hold me there, fiercely, as if 
life depended on it. And I was powerless 
to resist for, in his arms was where | 
wanted to be. I was shuddering and shiv- 
ering in his arms, but I clung there. I was 
deathly afraid of the crushing lips that 
took possession of mine, but I gave mine 
back hungrily, eagerly. I knew there was 
danger in the strong hands that caressed 
me. but I responded to those caresses with 
all the willingness of a pet kitten. 

“It'll be a long time before we have 
breakfast,” Andy said huskily as we sank 
down together on the living room di 
Van. . «« 

We spent that weekend together and | 
lived gloriously every precious minute of 
it. Andy and I drank Scotch (I'd never 
drunk so much), talked, danced. prepared 
meals together. When he went off to work. 
I stayed home, exactly as if we'd been 
married ten years. When he came home, 
I'd be rested up for another session of 
drinking, dancing, fixing breakfast. We 
didn’t answer a doorbell or a phone. We 
were completely enraptured with each 
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other—so much so that we both knew that 
we'd never separate again. 


Oh, we talked about marriage and 
Andy always convinced himself and me 
temporarily that it would happen. And he 


even made a valiant try several times to 
stop hitting the bottle. But drink was his 
Waterloo—his curse. He loved and hated 

And he had to have it. He could have 
become one of the great performers of his 
day. But, even though I helped a great 
deal to reduce the monstrosity of his ter- 
rible inferiority complex. his basic inse- 


curity about his own ability. I wasn’t 
strong enough medicine for him. Liquor 


was—a medicine which was a drug and a 
poison. As he had done so many times 
before, Andy messed up on his job at the 
club where I’d met him—got into a fight 
and got fired. He went down, down, down, 
getting jobs, one-nighters, ridiculously low- 
paying stints here and there—always vow- 
ing to make a comeback, always slipping 
into his old habit. always being forgiven 
by the only public he had left—me. 

It was enough shame I had—putting up 
with this kind of life for over fifteen years 
—and loving it. But when I let Andy drag 
me down so low as to hurt my own son— 
I'd really hit bottom and didn’t know it. 
It all began with money running low. I 
had enough to do to run a home for two 
on my own salary, but I had another ex- 
pense. The best of scotch for Andy. After 
five years of being pointed out as a fool 
and a laughing stock—five after 
Andy and I began living together—I had 
to leave the dentist’s office. We had 
move to a less expensive apartment and a 
neighborhood where people knew me only 
as the wife of a drunk. So we came up 
here to the Bronx because I could get a 
job as a maid—back where I started from. 
Andy 


made no pretense of 


years 


to 


Things went from bad to worse. 
gave up altogether. 
looking for work. He only drank and lay 
around the house—and I didn’t care 
long as he didn’t leave me. The years went 
by—and before I knew it—Tommy was in 
high school. Tommy was at college. Tom- 
my became a doctor. I saw his picture in 
the society columns—son of Dr. and Mrs. 
Hutchins. I was growing old and bitter 
and I had a big, throbbing ache to see 
Tommy in the flesh—an ache that grew 
bigger as the hurt of my life with Andy 
left me emptier by the year. I began to 
resent the cheap bargain I’d made with the 
Hutchins for my only son. I wouldn’t be 
in this fix, I told myself, if I had a fine. 
young son like that to help me. It didn’t 
bother me that I’d done nothing to help 
him, that I'd deserted him. Often I sobbed 
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on Andy’s shoulder about Tommy. 


Andy was living in his own world. But, 
in his way, he loved me. Maybe he just 


needed me. He kept telling me I should 
have my son back—that all we needed to 


make things better was our son. Then 
Tommy got married to a girl from a 
wealthy family. I had nightmares, think- 


ing of the wede ling which I couldn’t attend. 
thinking of my baby becoming a husband. 
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[wo years later, Tommy became the first 
Negro physician accepted in an important 
national organization of doctors. He had 
a baby son. The pictures were in the so- 
ciety pages. I almost died with agony, 
wanting Tommy, wanting my grandchild. 
I joined Andy in his drinking, sobbed out 
my broken heart. 
T HAD NO WAY OF knowing when 
Andy careened crazily out of the house 
where he was going. I had no way of 
lreaming that he had a mad idea in his 
mind. How was I to tell that Andy—my 
drunken, common-law husband—would be 
insane enough to go to Tommy’s home in 
the middle of the night, to wake Tommy 
ind his secure little family and to curse 
him for having a heartbroken. poor. strng- 
cling mother Tommy hadn’t even known 
about? But I knew it when Andy came 
back. evilly triumphant, clutching in his 
hand a check made out to me by my son. 
Tommy had gone to the Hutchins and 
found out the truth. He would visit me 
the next day, Andy told me. 

*Ain’t you happy now. baby?” Andy de- 
manded. “That good-lookin’ son of yours 

We ain’t got another care. 
Let’s get a bottle.” 

It was in that blinding moment that I 
saw clearly for the first time in years. It 
was then that the spell was broken. 

I wanted send the check back to 
lommy. But there was something else I 
had to do. I cashed that check. gave the 
money to Andy. He deserved it..I decided 
bitterly. I gave it to him so he could get 
yut—out of my life forever. I knew he 
ouldn’t keep the money long—that he’d 
drink it up. But Andy wasn’t my worry 
iny longer. I was through. 

He couldn’t believe I meant what I said. 
But he left, hurt and not knowing what 
e’d done to lose my love finally. 


ias_ plenty. 


to 


Tommy came to see me the next day. But 
when the bell rang. I pretended I wasn’t 
home. I couldn’t face him. I wrote Tommy, 
thanking him for the money. promising to 
repay it, apologizing for what Andy had 
done, saying that I’d never have let the 
secret out of the bag myself—that I wasn’t 
worthy of him—that I’d pay the money 
back some day. 

Tommy tried so hard to see me, to talk 
to me on the phone. Always I pretended 
not to be home, refused to answer his let- 
ters, ignored the ringing of the phone. But 
always my heart ached for him—just to 
see him. 

Two years ago, Tommy gave up trying. 
And I’ve been living in a vacuum—going 
to work, coming home, seeing no one, sav- 
ing pennies to pay that debt to Tommy— 
the money he sent me. 

This morning—out of the blue—this let- 
ter from Tommy. I open it now. 

“Dear Mom.” it reads. “All I want is 
to see you, to hold you in my arms. to hear 
you say—looking me straight in the eyes 
—that yeu don’t love me. that you don’t 
need me. I[ need you. I’ve always known 
something was missing from my life—even 
though it’s been a wonderful life. Now 
that I’ve found out what it is—my real 
mother—I’ve just got to be sure you really 
don’t want me and that it’s not your pride 
that’s keeping us apart. You see. after 
talking to the Hutchins. I understand why 
you couldn’t keep me when I was a baby. 
But now, I don’t see why you won’t let 
me see you, why you won’t come and live 
with us. Sue would love you and little 
Tommy. the third needs a grandma—his 
real one.” 

The tears are falling as I dial long dis- 
tance—as I ask the operator for Green- 
wich, Connecticut—for Dr. Thomas Hutch- 


THE END 


ins—person to person. 





I Was Born Bad (Continued from Page 9) 


backwoods with eager young boys of 
he town. I had plenty of experience when 
got to be sixteen and a reputation among 
e boys for being of extremely easy vir- 


In addition to being loose morally. I was 
retty clever about covering up—I thought. 
[ did a pretty good job of making mother 
believe that all the stories she heard about 
misdeeds were propagated by people 
who were jealous of my good looks and 
opularity with the boys. I knew how to 
sweet and attentive to mother, decep- 
vely innocent and convincingly dishonest 
my explanations about anything which 
looked suspicious. 
rhen I got caught. 
Ironically enough, I’d managed to have 
imerous backwoods affairs with the local 
y»uth without any except 
vetting talked about. Ironically. I say, be- 


consequences 


iuse when I did get into serious trouble, 
was brought about by my misbehavior 
ith an out-of-town lad who I fell for hard. 
66 


Like I said, at sixteen, I had been over 
all the hurdles and really knew the score. 
One thing I prided myself on was that, 
unlike most of the girls of my age and 
acquaintance, I never went for that ridic- 
ulous love business. A boy, in my concept, 
was a delightful creation conveniently 
equipped to give and receive physical and 
sexual pleasure. That was that. I had a 
great contempt for the tender, sentimental 
girls I knew who went through one thrill- 
ing love experience with their boy friends 
and then swore undying devotion. I was 
rather like the average boy in my ideas 
—love ’em and forget ’em—that was my 
motto. 

With Sandy Edwards it was different. 

Sandy was from New York. If you’ve 
ever lived in a small, backwoods 
munity of the South, you know that being 
from New York is to the local folk, al- 
most the same as being from another won- 
derful planet. Sandy was visiting an aunt 
of his who was proud as Punch that he 


com- 


had come to see her. I couldn’t blame 
her for being proud. Sandy was a good 
looking article—tall, sandy-haired, soft 
brown-eyed and athletically built. Further, 
his clothes were the kind you saw on 
models in Ebony Magazine—luxuriously 
expensive-loeking sports-type clothes. 

Sandy created a stir when he walked 
down the aisle of our small Baptist church 
with his aunt that Sunday morning. Eyv- 
eryone had heard that he was coming to 
town and his entry caused the entire con- 
gregation to lose interest for several min- 
utes in the pastor’s blood and thunder 
sermon. 

No one, believe me, was more interested 
than I. 

All during the service, I stole admiring 
looks at this confident-appearing youngster 
of seventeen or so who was seated in the 
aisle across from ours. 

I knew that, automatically, every girl 
in town would be vying for his attention 
during the month he was slated to stay 
in town. 

Before the congregation sang “Doxol- 
ogy” I had formulated a scheme to put in 
my bid first. 

In my scheming mind, I was grateful 
that mother had been unable to come to 
church this morning—a thing she never 
missed. Immediately after service was over, 
I made a beeline for Mrs. Prather—and 
her good-looking nephew. 

“Morning. Mrs. Prather,” I said politely, 
deliberately ignoring the young man be- 
side her. “Mother couldn’t get out this 
morning. but she told me to be sure to 
tell you that she’d like you to come over 
for dinner this evening. She’s prepared 
something especially for you.” 

Mrs. Prather looked appreciative but 
doubtful. 

“But. Susan,’ 
my nephew is here with me and I...’ 

“Oh, mother knows that,” I interrupted 
quickly. “That’s one reason she wanted 
you to come over—to bring him with you. 
Mother knows you’re so busy at the shop 
all week, it’s a hardship for you to get 
meals ready on Sundays—especially when 
you have company.” 

Mrs. Prather smiled a grateful smile. 
This had always been her official excuse 
for her atrocious cooking—the fact that 
she ran a little novelty shop in town and 
“never really had time to concentrate on 
household affairs.” 

“By the way,” she said apologetically, 
“forgive my manners. This (indicating the 
ornamental youngster at her side) is my 
nephew—Sandy Edwards. Sandy. Meet 
Miss Harrison.” 

I turned to Sandy who was smiling a 
very charming smile. We nodded politely 
to each other, I proudly conscious of the 
fact that, at that moment, we were the 
target of many eyes about us. 

“We'll be happy to come to dinner, tell 
your mother,” Mrs. Prather beamed. 

“Three-thirty,” I added happily. Then! 
slipped off with the usual “glad to have 
met you” murmur. 


> she explained. “You see, 
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| was thrilled by the success of my 
rategy—but I had another task now— 
tat of letting mother know she had in- 
ved dinner guests. Of course, with her 
ud foot, I knew I’d have to do most of 
he work. But I didn’t mind that. One 
)ithe things a girl learned in a community 
jke ours was to imitate perfectly all the 
woking skill of her mother. I could turn 
wt a pretty creditable meal. 

My story to mother—who was at first 
jarmed because she didn’t feel the house 
yas quite shipshape—was that I'd over- 
ard some of the church gossips talking 
mliciously about what a sorry time that 
yw young man would be in for, having to 
afer through his aunt’s cooking attempts. 

“| really felt bad for Mrs. Prather, 
nother dear,” I explained. “So, I just pre- 
nded you'd told me to invite them. It 
yon't be any trouble for you, at all. Ill 
do all the work and get the house straight 
to. I only did it because I knew it’s 
aactly what you’d have done.” 
Mother sighed, then smiled. She had 
aways been a sucker for my sweet talk 
a it was true that she was used to 
ating on generous impulse. 







INNER CAME OFF beautifully. I was 
very much impressed when the guests 
arived, to note that Sandy was splendid 
in another fine-looking suit—even more at- 
tractive on him than the clothes he’d worn 
tochurch. He wasn’t like the local fellows 
who usually became almost 
around mother or so painfully respectful 
that it was pitiful. He was charming to 
her, but he treated her like one adult 
dealing with another. The 
at dinner was really delightful and I noted 
that he sparked the spirit of things with 
wit and good taste that made him seem 
older than his seventeen years. Mother 
fell for him hard, right away—and mother 
wasn’t alone. I’d started this thing as just 
another adventure but, as_ dinner _pro- 
gressed with Mrs. Prather contributing 
proud and grateful little noises here and 
there, I decided that Sandy was the ideal 
fellow for any girl. 

Our company had high praise for the 
deliciously tender chicken pie, hot rolls, 
candied sweets, greens, salad and sweet 
potato pie which I’d prepared. Mother 
gave me full credit for the cooking of the 
meal and everyone laughed when Sandy 
observed mischievously : 

“You mean your daughter’s that pretty 
and can cook, too, Mrs. Harrison?” 

I was quite used to being called pretty, 
but not in such a charming way. 

When I began to clear away dishes, 
Sandy insisted on helping to wash them 
and I accepted his offer since that left 
him and me alone together in the kitchen 
While mother and Mrs. Prather talked over 
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the latest church news in the front room. 

By the time the kitchen was spic and 
span, ’'d accomplished a lot. I had learned 
the vital statistics about Sandy—that he 
was star of his high school basketball 
team—that he was graduating next term 


—that he had just broken up with his 
steady girl in New York. 

“That’s why I’m here,” he informed me 
with twinkling eyes. “They told me the 
most beautiful girls were to be found in 
the South. They told me right.” 

I pretended to be embarrassed. But I 
wanted to impress Sandy that I was as 
fast on the comeback as any of his city 
girls. 

“New York doesn’t turn out such bad- 
lookers either,” I observed, tossing him a 
frankly admiring look. 

When Mrs. Prather and Sandy left, I 
had a date. Sandy was to stop by that 
night and pick me up to go for a ride. 
Mr. Jenkins, the local undertaker, who 
was on more than friendly terms with Mrs. 
Prather, had offered to let her nephew 
use one of his cars while he was in town. 

“Maybe we'll go take a look at the 
moon,” Sandy told me. 

“T’d love that,” I agreed. 

Both Mother and Mrs. Prather seemed 
delighted at the way we were getting on. 
After the guests had gone, mother said 
smilingly: 

“Are you sure it was Mrs. Prather you 
were worried about?” Then she hobbled 
back off to bed. 

That Sunday night of my first date with 
Sandy, the scene was really set for ro- 
mance. There was one of those full moons, 
so large and yellow and glorious as to be 
almost unbelievable. The air was still and 
warm. I had taken great care dressing 
and felt a surge of pride when Sandy held 
me off from him at arm’s length and said: 

“Gee, I’ve got a pretty girl.” 

Driving out of town, along tree-lined 
roads, with the moon rays slanting down 
through the leaves and playing strange 
tricks on the road ahead, Sandy and I 
talked the kind of talk I’'d never had with 
a boy. Most of the kids I knew were al- 
ways on the make on a date, always signi- 
fying, trying to work up to the climax they 
expected and hoped for. With Sandy, talk 
was relaxing and varied—his life back in 
the city, mine in the country, his secrets, 
his dreams. I was beginning to think this 
would be excitingly different. The physical 
part of love wasn’t on my mind. I was 
crescendoing to a delightful but wildly 
fantastic idea—maybe this would be real, 
serious, lasting. Maybe I would become 
Sandy’s girl—not only while he was in 
town, but after he’d left and after he came 
back to get me to take me to the big city 
with him. 

I found myself almost hoping against 
hope that nothing would happen between 
us to mar the purity of the dream. But 
when Sandy suddenly backed the car into 
a little cluster of trees off the road, 
switched off the motor and lights and 
reached out to take me into his arms, I 
went to him like a bird flying into its nest. 

There was cold fright pounding inside 
of me—cold fright and hot desire warring 
against each other. I felt I could hear the 
beat of my heart in my very ears as he 
clasped me tightly in his arms, as his 











STICK POMADE 


FOR YOUR HAIR 


NOT a dye—only purest 
ingredients, including Lano- 
lin. Touches up gray spots. Makes 
all types of hair easier to manage. 
Keeps hair edges neat and smooth. 












3 Thin Hair= 


HORMONEX SERUM 
L FOR 
c2, HAIR AND SCALP 





ig! RESTORES liveliness, body to 
| thin, mistreated hair—at once! 
| Gives thin, burnt, brittle hair 


natural female hormones re- 
quired by woman’s body to stay young, attractive. Stim- 
ulates tiny blood vessels in scalp, brings more blood to 
scalp, ‘‘feeds’’ hair roots! Helps hair look naturally 
fuller, heavier, longer, hold wave better. Gives wonder- 
ful highlights without greasiness. Drop directly into 
scalp. See thin, burnt, damaged hair—look younger, 
healthier, heavier—or money back. Handy dropper bottle, 
2 months supply. 

SEND NO MONEY—7 DAY TRIAL TEST 
Send name and address. Pay only $3.50 on arrival plus 
C.0.D. postage and tax—on guarantee you must be 
satisfied with first results or return remaining HOR- 
MONEX SERUM for Hair and Scalp for money back. 
Send $3.85 which includes tax and we 


TH-I, 


Or save money. 
pay postage. Same guarantee. 


MITCHUM COMPANY. Dept. Tennessee 


Paris, 


> SATISFACTION OR PURCHAS 
PRICE REFUNDED WITHIN 10 DAY 
WHY PAY 
= 











Fra 


sIRTHRING 


ANE 




















sealed inside me the deep 
sighs which were rising up from within. 
His hands, cool, strong and not to be 
denied, were lacing through my hair, play- 
ing with the tips of my ears, stroking my 
face gently. 

Almost in a trance, we left the car and 
sat down on the grassy ground. Our lips 
came together again and the insistent 
pounding inside me, the throbbing tension 
at my temple made a savage, sweet rhythm 
of confusion. 

“You’ve got to be my girl,” Sandy whis- 
pered fiercely. “You’ve got to be my girl 

now.” 

The earth was my pillow, the sky my 
roof and the whole world of color, music 
and everything else ever beautiful closed 
in on me in a stifling sweetness—but a 


asking lips 


sweetness... 

I had become Sandy’s girl. 

As the happy days and nights spun 
along, a terrific transformation began to 
take place inside of me. Without a shadow 
of a doubt, I was helplessly in love with 
Sandy and my love for him made me be- 
gin to feel a deep shame about the way 
I had been conducting myself before he 
eame along. Of course, Sandy was no 
angel. I don’t think I should have loved 
him so had he been perfect. But, suppose 
he learned that I had deservedly acquired 
the name and reputation of being a teen- 
aged harlot. Would I lose him? 

For days I struggled with myself about 
the wisdom of telling Sandy my sinful 
secrets. Then, with a burst of courage, I 
decided to be honest with him. One night, 
lying in his arms at our rendezvous, I 
brokenly sobbed out the whole sordid 
story. I was hot with shame and cold with 
fear that I would lose him. But Sandy 
kissed my tears away, stroked my hair 
gently and eased my dread. 

“You didn’t have to tell me, honey,” he 
said tenderly. “But I’m glad you were 
honest enough to do it. It doesn’t matter. 
\ll that happened before you and me 
doesn’t matter. After all, I’ve got no room 
to talk.” 

\fter that, there was no barrier to com- 
plete bliss with Sandy—except knowing 
that every day was bringing his departure 
closer. Even that pain was lessened a 
week before he left when Sandy told me 
he wanted me to be his steady. He ex- 
plained that he had promised his folks to 
go through college. His dad had offered 
to set him up in a small real estate office 
in New York. Later on, Sandy said, he’d 
like to buy me an engagement ring. I was 
the girl for him. 

I was so ecstatically happy that I cried. 
The way I felt about Sandy, I’d have 
wanted nothing less than to run off with 
him immediately and get secretly married. 
But I realized that he was talking sense. It 
would be heavenly, knowing that I was his 
virl—his only girl—spending summers 
with him there at home or even visiting 
him in New York. We would write every 
week and both of us promised there 
wouldn’t be anyone else in our lives. 
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I thought my heart would burst its bonds 
when the day of parting arrived. But Sandy 
kissed me goodbye right in front of his 
aunt. my mother and the other townsfolk 
who had come to the station to see him 
off. I’d have to be content with the memor- 
jes of those wonderful weeks with him, 
with the knowledge that we were precious 
to each other and with the sweet, sweet 
pride that swelled up inside of me with 
that kiss. 


EING IN LOVE with Sandy made me 

a changed person. I wanted to be- 
come a model girl. I began to apply my- 
self more closely to my studies. to be more 
genuinely loving and helpful to mother, to 
try to regain the friendship of the girls in 
whose hatred I had revelled. 

Then came the horror—the horror of 
experiencing new physical sensations— 
new and frightening physical sensations 
—the horror of making new discoveries 
about changes which were taking place 
inside my body—frightening, significant 
changes. 

Those rendezvous with Sandy. I knew 
enough about being a bad girl to protect 
myself against things happening to me but, 
with Sandy, I hadn’t cared. I had been 
reckless—foolishly reckless—and now I 
knew, even before I sneaked into an ad- 
joining town to have a doctor confirm it 
—that I was pregnant. 

I wrote Sandy a long letter, telling him 
the situation. The minute the letter was 
written and mailed. it seemed as though a 
great burden had been lifted from me. 


Sandy would know what to do. 

The days went by—each one bringing 
closer the horrifying realization that I 
wasn’t going to hear from Sandy, that he 
wasn’t going to answer me. Each fruitless 


coming and going of the postman brought 
fresh anxiety and pain. Sandy didn’t even 
write me his usual weekly letter. Never 
for a minute did it cross my mind—or 
would I believe—that he was ignoring me, 
that he had deserted me in my hour of 
crisis. I made up all sorts of fantastic 
alibis for his silence. Someone in his fam- 
ily had opened and confiscated the letter. 
He was sick. The letter had been lost. 
Anything—but the conviction that Sandy, 
my Sandy wouldn’t answer if he only 
knew. ... 

I became frantic. Something must be 
done. I was in the fourth month of my 
pregnancy. I couldn’t stay home and face 
the music. I couldn’t let mother know. I 
couldn’t take the exultant vicious triumph 
which I knew my enemies would feel—the 
girls I had lorded it over. I had to make 
a move. ° 

How shall I tell the depths to which I 
sank in my desperation? Way back on 
the top shelf of mother’s cupboard in the 
kitchen—far back on the shelf—was a flat, 
gray box. It had been there for as long 
as I could remember. And, for all those 
years, it had been a symbol of a hope 
and a dream to mother. For all those 
years, religiously, she had been scrimping 














and saving to stand on a chair and y 
inside that gray box a few bills, mop 
she’d earned by washing clothes for neig ft 
bors, money she’d earned by catering dj 
ners. That money was being saved for, 
rainy day, she said. But it was really fof 
the college education she hoped I woul 
get some day. That flat, gray box and jf. 
contents and what they symbolized wenp 
part of what kept mother living. 

The night I decided to go to New Yoh... 
to find Sandy, I waited until mother wey ' 
off to class meeting at the church. I gy . 
down the precious gray box and hegaff 
counting the quarters, half-dollars and th 
crumpled dollar bills. There was mop 
than two hundred dollars—a small fy. 
tune. I took all but fifty dollars, hurried) 
packed a few clothes and left a note, 

“Please forgive me, mother,” I wrote, 4 
am going away. I can’t stand living 
this country town any more. I will g 
a job and pay back the money. You wil 
be proud of me some day. Please doy} 
worry or try to find me.” 

My hopes were soaring as the bus cy. 
ried me toward New York and Sandy, | 
wasn’t frightened about going to the biz 
city—as long as he was there. 

I didn’t want to go directly to his hom 
I’d heard about girls from home finding 
nice accommodations in the YWCA i 
Harlem. It was evening when I arrived. | 
got directions, rode the subway to Harles 
and found the Y a cheerful, modern aw 
reassuring place. I even began to feel; 
sense of excitement about being in the cit 
of my dreams—and the city of the boyd 
my dreams. 

I won't go into long. heartbreaking é& 
tails about the disillusion I suffered whe 
I did contact Sandy. In the first place.i 
was a whole week before I got to talks 
him personally. Every time I phoned hi 
home. he was out and [I was afraid 1 
leave my name when his parents answerel 
the phone. Finally. I got him and I coull 
hardly believe he was the same Sandy wh 
had loved me so intensely the past summa 
T could tell by the tone of his voice thi 
he was nervous talking to me. He evade 
my demands as to whether he had receité 
my letter. He promised to come to see 
at the Y the following evening. I waitel 
and waited that evening and Sandy didi) 
show up. The next morning, after a sleep 
less night of crying and tossing, a speci 
delivery letter arrived. That letter was tl 
end of my hopes, the complete slaughie 
of my lovesick dreams. 

Inside the letter was one hundred dt 
Jars in cash and on a small card the nam 
and address of a New York doctor. 

“Dear Sue,” Sandy had written. “I fe} 
terrible for not having answered your !# 
ter and for talking so strange on the te 
phone last night. I really did intend! 
see you as I promised, but after thinkis 
it over, decided it would be best not! 
Please believe me, Sue, I do think ® 
world of you and I’ll never forget the ™ 
we had together. But let’s say we 
got carried away with the moonlight # 
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lovely little place where we used to 
Icouldn’t think of getting married any 
soon, as you know. I feel the best 
ing would be for us to forget the whole 
fair. 
as really fy “| don’t want to see you stranded i 
ved T woul trouble, though. So, I’ve peenealier 
box and ix is doctor whose name is enclosed. He’s 
volized wer pecting you to get in touch with him. 
B- Hell fix everything up and charge you 
0 New Yori. dollars. With the rest, you can get 
nother wey aA home. New York is no place for 
urch. J gy ou, even though you may have heard won- 
and begarfl ul things about it. Please don’t think 
lars and th m being cruel. I’m trying to do my best 
> WAS Morin if there’s actually no proof that it 
small fof ss my fault. 
‘s, hurried {¢ anything 


ft a note. ff a problem, 
’ I wrote, 4 help.” 


id living jy 











else comes up in the way 
I'll always be willing to 





Some people go insane from a nasty 
I will » blow on the head. Others, from a cruel 
- You vil how at the heart. After I’d recovered 
lease don} fom the first brutal impact of that cal- 
lous note, I didn’t realize that it had left 
amark on me which I would be trying to 
d Sandy, | gt rid of for a long time. 

to the bisf Qne of my first impulses was to get 
ew tough with Sandy. I knew enough to real- 
o his home i that this letter, the doctor’s card and 
me finding the proof I had of our association back 
YWCA i hme would be enough to get him seri- 
[ arrived. | wsly involved and make him act right. 
to Harlea Maybe I could have done it, if I hadn’t 
nodern auf ved him so deeply. Because I did. my 
n to feel; pride was too deeply wounded for anger 
. in the ci and revenge. There was room only for 
the boy dB hurt and defiance. I was too hurt to want 
to have anything else to do with 5 
The thing for which I could never forgive 
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fered whe him—above all—was his hint that perhaps 
st place.if | was in trouble because of someone else. 
| to talk WB This, after he had pretended to be so un- 
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derstanding about my confession of my 
past affairs with other boys. I was defiant- 
ly determined not to return home. sick 
and disgraced. I made up my mind that I 
would stay in New York, the place Sandy 
had said wasn’t for “a girl like you.” One 
day, I would make Sandy sorry for the 
way he’d treated me. 
The first thing that needed attention was 
my physical condition. I went through the 
I waitell hateful experience of an illegal operation 
indy dids! by Sandy’s doctor—and when the nausea 
er a sleep and humiliation of that was over, I turned 
a speci my mind to finding a way to make a living. 
er was UBT was convinced that trying to do the right 
- slaughte® .. NeRiig a 
© fthing was fruitless. Where had it gotten 
ndred dig Me to be honest with Sandy, to try to 
| the sail change into a good girl after I’d fallen in 
ile | love. Life, I decided, was to be lived to the 
_ 4 fe fullest and all the talk about being good 
: your lef and moral was for people who were afraid 
n the tebe to die. 
intend Those long, brooding days and nights I 
r thinkigf spent thinking this way developed in me 
st not M& an almost unseeing hatred for all people 












think &§ who paraded their goodness. Me, I was out 
et the fi to have a ball. 

a be I launched my good time campaign by 
ight #8 capitulating to the nice-looking, young 





chauffeur who worked on the estate and 
who had been after me for a long time to 
go out with him. Reggie, his name was. 
Reggie had it made. He had a good salary, 
was a favorite of the family, having worked 
for them from the time he was a houseboy. 

“Let me take you to Harlem and show 
you the real fun of New York,” Reggie 
had often begged me. Up until the time of 
the announcement of Sandy’s engagement, 
I had been subconsciously hoping for a 
miracle which would bring us back to- 


gether. Now, I knew that was impossible. 
“Sure,” I told Reggie one Friday night 


when our employers were out of town. 
“Sure, I’d like to go out with you.” 

So, with Reggie, I learned the gay, 
bright-light side of living in New York. He 
took me to all the famous places I'd ever 
heard of—Small’s Paradise. The Apollo 
Theatre, Savoy Ballroom. Dickie Wells. I 
learned to drink—but never as much as 
Reggie—whose main fault was an enor- 
mous appetite for alcohol. I learned to 
live a carefree kind of life—at least, I 
thought I was being carefree. 

After weekends of balling in the city, 
Reggie and I would come home in style in 
one of the family limousines. Often Reggie 
was too drunk to drive. But he was never 
too drunk to make love and we were pas- 
sionate lovers. I didn’t try to fool myself 
that I was in love with Reggie. But he was 
filling the void in my life, helping me to 
forget and he was attractive and virile. 

Reggie’s drinking habits had been care- 
fully concealed from the boss and his wife 
before we began going out together. But he 
seemed to become bolder, careless now. I 
begged him to limit his drinking to just 
getting high and feeling good. but he in- 
sisted on swilling down everything in sight. 
He began to neglect his duties and two or 
three Mondays in a row, when the boss 
needed him to make important appoint- 
ments in the city, Reggie was in such a 
sorry state he couldn’t make it. The boss, 
a patient and kindly man, had Reggie on 
the carpet twice, but the warnings did no 
good. 





NE DAY, REGGIE disappeared, right 

in the middle of the afternoon. A half 
hour later he was to take the boss into 
the city to sign an important contract. The 
business deal went haywire and Reggie 
came happily home about midnight, loaded 
to the gills and singing at the top of his 
voice. That’s the night he got fired. 

Even though Reggie had acted the part 
of a fool, I felt sorry for him. What’s more, 
I had come to depend so much upon his 
delightful (while sober) companionship 
and the emotional release our relationship 
afforded me that I missed him almost as 
much as if I had been in love with him. I 
settled back into the same, tiresome rut 
for a couple of weeks—and just as I was 
about to crack under the boredom—Reggie 
phoned me. 

“Hey, baby! How ya been?” he de- 
manded. “My Lord. but I miss you.” 

“Me too, Reggie,” I admitted. 
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may lead to thrilling career—even 
a shop of your own some day. Basic 
“‘learn-by-doing’’ course under 
guidance of qualified teachers pro- 
vides excellent starting point for 8 
career. Send for free booklet, “Ad- 
—"entures in Dress Design.’ 


“NATIONAL, "SCHOOL OF DRESS DES! GN 
835 Diversey Parkway, Dept. 3236 Chicago 14, tll. 
Please send me FREE and postpaid your booklet, “‘Ad- 
ventures in Dress Design,”” and full particulars. 
Pl ibdbetadisehipsasseskannsutiorenecaseebeneusened 





















“Do you really, baby?” he asked, de- 
lighted. “Tell you what. Reason I called 
is I got a real crazy deal and I thought 
maybe you’d like to be in. There’s money 
in it and kicks and we could be together.” 

In spite of my _ insistence, Reggie 
wouldn’t tell me what the deal was. But 
he asked me to come into the city that 
night and meet him. It was Friday night 
and, with the folk out of town again, I’d 
been to resigned to another long, bleak 
weekend. I eagerly accepted Reggie’s in- 
vitation. 

Bursting with small-boy excitement, 
Reggie met me at the 125th Street Station 
and grandly ushered me into a spanking 
new, snappy little Cadillac convertible. He 
beamed as I raved about the beauty of 
the car. 

“Yours?” I asked incredulously. I knew 
that Reggie had always squandered his 
money, found it hard to believe he had 
been saving enough to even make a down 
payment on this luxurious car. 

He smiled mysteriously, drove on up to 
one of the best-looking apartment houses 
on Sugar Hill and took me upstairs to the 
twelfth floor. Inserting a key in the door, 
he let me feast my eyes on a beautifully- 
furnished apartment, spacious and obvi- 
ously expensive. There were four rooms 
—the living room a dream—and a kitchen 
as modern as tomorrow. 

“Reggie,” I demanded, bursting with 
curiosity. “What did you do—hit the num- 
bers?” 

Reggie went over to the pushbutton bar 
which swung out of the wall, mixed a 
couple of drinks and sat down to tell me 
of his good fortune. 

The apartment, the car and a horse- 
choking bankroll which Reggie took from 
his pocket to show me had all come his 
way because of a valuable “contact” 
among his Harlem friends. The “contact” 
was a fabulously wealthy numbers kingpin 
who had taken a liking to Reggie. The 
numbers man had been forced to leave 
town for an indefinite period because of 
his health. (Reggie didn’t explain that 
and I didn’t pry.) He had turned over 
the apartment, car and a generous loan to 
teggie to set up “in business.” 

“What kind of business?” I wanted to 
know. 

Reggie laughed heartily. Any kind, he 
explained. Hustling in the apartment— 
which meant dice and card games on week- 
ends and all and any purposes (mainly 
illegal or immoral) for which Reggie 
wished to use the place. All Reggie had 
to do was to act as the numbers man’s 
representative in collecting certain rents 
and debts, send the big shot the money 
in Mexico, deducting a generous commis- 
sion for himself. 

“He'll be gone at least a couple of 
years,” Reggie told me exultingly. “He 
trusts me like*a son. And you know 
what? I want you in on this deal. I want 
you to quit that old fleabag job and come 
here and live with me. You won’t have 
to turn a lick—not even housework. We'll 
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have a woman in couple times a week 
to go over the pad. You know [I'll be 
throwing away the loot I make anyway. 
So you might as well help me throw it 
away. Get yourself some of those fine 
duds in the snooty department stores and 
live it up with me. See the best shows 
and openings. Make all the clubs. All you 
gotta do is cook some of that mad chow 
you can turn out and don’t two-time on 
me and we got it made.” 

I was really being offered a life of sin 
on a silver platter. I remembered the time 
when I would have been shocked at the 
thought of living common-law with a man 
—especially one I really didn’t love—and 
of being a part of a numbers racket, pimp- 
ing and gambling. But now, with my phil- 
osophy about goodness not paying off and 
about moral people being suckers, I didn’t 
hesitate a minute. In fact, the prospect of 
easy living. good clothes, good times and 
an attractive man to take care of me im- 
pressed me very favorably. 

I agreed. Two weeks later, having served 
out my notice with the Long Island folk, I 
became Reggie’s mistress. 

The only fly in the ointment was Reg- 
gie’s addiction to drink. He’d promise me 
to stay sober and keep his promise for a 
couple of days, then he’d hit a real bender 
which might last for three, four days in a 
row. If he hadn’t had me around to take 
care of things, I think everything would 
have gone to pot. 

I never loved the guy, but I came close 
to a feeling like it. He was really an 
irresponsible, loveable kid who’d never 
grown up. And all he wanted out of life 
was to ball. As for him, I must have 
grown on him for real because one day 
he casually mentioned that maybe he ought 
to make an honest woman out of me and 
marry me. 

Reggie just wasn’t the marrying type 
and I was terribly flattered and touched. 
We made plans and even discussed when 
the step would be taken. I began to 
scheme. I knew that the activities we were 
involved in were hazardous, that this streak 
of good fortune couldn’t go on forever. 
Besides, Reggie was in physical danger 
often—from people who were jealous of 
him, others who wanted to get out of 
paying off. We had well over fifteen thou- 
sand in the bank and Reggie had paid off 
the car. We could get married, I figured, 
move out of Harlem and find ourselves a 

nice home and a small, legitimate business. 

I had almost talked Reggie around to 
my way of thinking when the accident 
happened. If it was an accident. He was 
killed by a hit and run driver one Sunday 
morning as he left the house to get the 
papers. To this day, I believe that Reggie 
was deliberately run down. But there 
was no way of proving it. And the police 
weren't interested at all. 

Now that Reggie was gone, I realized 
how terribly much he’d meant to me. I 
was awfully bitter. Since when had I had 
the nerve to believe anything would work 
out right for me? From Sandy’s two-tim- 





ing back in the days when I was happy; 
love—right down to Reggie’s being take 
from me when we were getting ready, 
set up a decent life together, I’d alway 
gotten the dirty end of the stick. Well, 
any rate, I was no pauper. I had close 
twenty-five thousand dollars which no oy 
could lay claim to but me. Reggie woylj 
have wanted me to have some financial ; 
curity. 

I commissioned Reggie’s lawyer to fn 
me a neat, two-family brownstone buildiy 
in Brooklyn. Uncertain as life was, —- 
wanted to ensure myself of a roof oy 
my head. I planned to rent out the py 
floor apartment and, with the contacts [j 
made, operate a discreet after-hours plagfhy 
—a sort of hideaway where people coyj 
come after the clubs were closed—and 
served drinks. I didn’t intend to have ay 
gambling going on. I didn’t want to mak 
all the money—just enough to keep fre 
drawing on what was left of my principg 
after purchasing the building. 

When I ran an ad in the papers for; - 
tenant for the top floor, Mrs. Mills was thf pg 
first one to apply. She was a widow wihf}: 
a thirteen-year-old boy. The minute I sy 
this sweet-faced, middle-aged lady, I star. feli 
ed to turn her away. She breathed arsfj;, , 
tocracy and Sunday-go-to-meeting good Mills 
ness—just the type of person I reahBiiro 
despised. But she pleaded so hard aboth yi, 
the difficulty of finding a place where ifing 
child would be accepted that I let her haefpaqi, 
the apartment. After all, she looked lif fen 
the type who wouldn’t give me any troubkB vith 
about the rent. 

Immediately after they moved in, howfrpypy 
ever, I found a different kind of troubk 
coming from Mrs. Mills. When she fowlB joy g 
out what kind of place I was operating, J] del; 
had the nerve to start lecturing me absifhis g 
living a decent life and what a shameif grpr 
was that a young, good looking woman lit} Eddie 
myself should be involved in such undef “Ww 
cover affairs. She even had the nerve if think 
infer that I was wrong for setting sucha could 
example for a child who lived in her how} He 
This woman was strictly Puritan an-f hurt | 
worse than that—determined to force lf smile 
Christian ideas on others. I promptly minut 
her off. invited her to move out right aif brace 
and leave me to my own affairs. [Mf stoppe 
straightened her out and she stopped mf why s 
dling in my business. But, every time I fed me 
into her. Mrs. Mills showed by her lot, boy. 
disapproving attitude that she consideté) gettin 
me a miserable sinner. She had the nerfthan-t 
to look as though she were sorry form Aft 
In fact. one day when she came to pay !§ Eddie 
rent. she went so far as to tell me she ®fmistre 
praying for me. pect y 

That really got under my skin. Prayiffto mo 
for me! Nobody had been praying for ™% Eddie 
all my miserabie life except perhaps ® mothe 
mother—and evidently her prayers hadif¥see m 

done any good. I let Mrs. Mills havea chil 
with both barrels. _pNeithe 
“You with your two-penny religion, Bg be 
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screamed. “Keep it to yourself, do} Certan 
hear? I don’t need your sympathy ory , Thi 
prayers—or even your rent, old wom ddie 











y better pray to get yourself something 
house of your own like I’ve got. If the 
J loves you so much, why does he keep 
480 poor, scrimping on a pension and 
king in sewing to keep you and your 
9” 
Mrs. Mills had been living upstairs for 
ree years before I began to notice her 
m, Eddie. He was a beautiful boy, rich 
uk brown, with clear, pretty eyes 
nd clean-cut features. I felt sorry for him 
sause his mother kept him so strictly 
oder her wing. I began cultivating his 
quaintance by getting him to do little 
out the tally jobs for me, not realizing fully that 
- contacts [if was doing it because he fascinated me. 
r-hours pliofivyen Eddie was downstairs in my part of 
people coal he house, he acted like he was emanci- 
>sed—and bl sted. Bi by bit, I got him to admit 
| to have ay with my encouragement. that his mother 
vant to mals: stifling his life. Soon, I had his con- 
ad keep fralicdence so certainly that I was able to get 
my Princip to join me in secretly making fun of 
3° | the strait-laced ideas his mother had 
papers ford, ught him. 
Mills wastki gddie had a girl friend he’d met at a 
widow witlhish school dance. But he didn’t dare let 
ninute I swiyes Mills know about it. It gave me a 
lady, I statBeling of evil glee to know that I was 
reathed arisfiis confidante. One evening when Mrs. 
eting gotByills was at one of her prayer meetings, I 
on I realfintroduced Eddie to his first acquaintance 
hard abstfyith alcohol. The boy was seventeen then 
wce_whereifind he adored me. After that evening, 
let her haeftddie sneaked down to my apartment 
looked litffgten to have a drink and sit and talk 
any troubkByith me. 
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HIS IS THE PART IT hate to tell be- 
cause, even to me at the time, it seemed 
n she fowiflow and despicable. I mean the night that 
erating, J] deliberately got Eddie to talking about 
ig me ab his girl and their relationship. It wasn’t 
a shameifsurprising to me to find out that the most 
woman lit Eddie had ever done was to kiss her. 
such unde® “Why, Eddie!” I exclaimed. “I didn’t 
he nerve"™fthink a fine, good looking boy like you 
ing such@fcould be a square.” 
n her how} He squirmed uneasily. I knew that it 
‘itan an-Phurt him to have me think him a square. I 
0 force be smiled at him suggestively and in the next 
omptly tf minute, Eddie had me in an awkward em- 
right a@brace and was kissing me. I could have 
fairs. Ttstopped things right then and there—but 
opped nif why should I? A devilish impulse prompt- 
y time Ir ed me to have some fun with this attractive 
y her loitPboy. In a way, it made me feel I was 
consider’ getting even with his mother for her holier- 
d the ner{than-thou scorn for me. 
rry forme After our first experience together, 
to pay Mf Eddie was like a little puppy following his 
me she mistress around. Mrs. Mills began to sus- 
_}pect what was happening and threatened 
n. Prayii{jto move. I told her to “go ahead,” but 
‘ing for #§ Eddie himself rebelled and shouted at his 
erhaps & mother that if she did, he would come to 
yers hadifsee me every day, that he was no longer 
ills have $a child and could do what he pleased. 
d Neither of us admitted what was happen- 
eligion, ('g between us, but Mrs. Mills was pretty 
If, do ygpcertain she knew what was going on. 
thy orm Things went like this for a year with 
ld womt™ Eddie and I having our rendezvous and 


















Mrs. Mills almost beside herself and un- 
able to control the son she'd raised so care- 
fully. I got a fiendish glee out of it all. 

“You tried to convert me to your religion 
and now you're accusing me of converting 
your son to the devil,” I taunted her one 
day. 

It took the upsetting of my little play 
house to give Mrs. Mills the winning hand. 
A new district attorney had been elected 
and he was committed to a vigorous clean- 
up campaign. One Saturday night, when 
my undercover establishment was at the 
height of its activities, the police raided, 
arrested a dozen people and I was booked 
for operating a disorderly house. They 
were out to make an example of someone 
and it cost me plenty to get out of the mess. 
What with paying lawyers, taking care of a 
few old “friends” who held me up for 
“donations” to refrain from turning evi- 
dence against me. I came out of it, broke 
and in a few hundred dollars debt. 

Then, on top of that, came the wire from 
home. Mother was dying. Frantically, I 
tried to contact some of Reggie’s old 
friends to borrow money to go home and 
see that my mother was buried. Everyone 
knew of my misfortune and everyone 
turned me down. That kind of a crowd 
drops you easily when you get into trouble. 

I guess Eddie must have told his mother 
about my predicament. I was just about at 
wit’s ends when Mrs. Mills came down- 
stairs. She had an envelope in her hand. 

“T heard about your trouble.” she said 
nervously. “I had a few bonds my husband 
left. I cashed them in this morning and 
here’s the money. Four hundred dollars. 


You can pay me back when you get it.” 

I stared at her with eyes rapidly filling 
with tears. 

“Why would you do this for me—after 
all I’ve done?” I demanded. 

“Because I know you're really not bad,” 


Eddie’s mother told me. “No one is. All 
you need is someone to be nice to you.” 

I broke down in tears right then and 
there and—before I knew it—Mrs. Mills 
was holding me in her arms comfortingly— 
just like my mother used to do. 

I took the money and went home. I 
arrived in time to see my mother in her last 
minutes of life—just in time to tell her that 
I'd been living in the deepest of sin—but 
that a little old Christian lady had made 
me see the error of my ways. That’s the 
way I got converted to the realization that 
you don’t resort to the ugly things in life, 
the quick, cynical paths to pleasure just 
because you’ve had troubles. One of the 
things that pleased me most was what I 
was able to do with Eddie. Right in front 
of his mother, I admitted to Eddie that I'd 
been mean and small and low for leading 
him into wrong habits. When you can be 
a powerful influence for bad with a young 
person, you can exert the same influence 
for good. Eddie sobbed his repentance to 
his mother. Then I suggested that he bring 
his girl home to meet both of us. 

That’s the way I came back to sanity 
and to decent living—to a job working in 
a department store and—even now and 
then—going to church with Mrs. Mills. 
I'll never be able to repay her for what 
she did. 

THE END 





Lover For Sale (Continued from Page 36) 


standing at the top of the steps. I gasped 
as I noticed that she was wearing a real 
thin negligee which showed up some legs 
which would have looked good on a movie 
star. She was a nice looking woman, too, 
I'd noticed that before. Her hair was 
tousled all over her head. 

“T thought I told you to come back to- 
morrow,” she said crossly. I gave her the 
smile which always made grandma do any- 
thing I wanted. 

“Manager told me I’d have to collect to- 
day. It’s two weeks, ma’am,” I said with 
apologetic respect. 

She stood there looking at me hard. So 
hard, I could feel the warm blood creeping 
up into my face. 

“Okay, good looking,” 
ingly. “Come on in.” 

Fascinated, I watched the snaky move- 
ment of her body as she preceded me into 
the apartment. 

She went back through the kitchen to 
the living room. I stood waiting near the 
door. 

“Come on in here,” I heard her call. 

“Sit down,” Mrs. Carter commanded. 
Somehow I felt as if she were kidding me 
along. “You act like you’re scared some- 


she said mock- 


one’s gonna hurt you. Are you scared of 
me?” She walked toward me as I sat down 
on the sofa. “Are you?” she repeated. 

“You know how to dance?” she asked 
me suddenly. Then, before I could answer, 
she switched on a little combination record 
player and radio right next to the sofa. She 
held out her hand to me as some rich, hot 
music flooded into the room. I stood up 
awkwardly. I didn’t know how to dance. 
But I didn’t care about that. She wanted 
me to hold her, put my arms around her 
and be close to her in that flimsy negligee 
—and I wanted to do it. I was scared to 
death but I wanted to do it. 

She fooled around, pretending to be 
teaching me how to dance with a girl and 
I fooled around pretending to be learning. 
It was almost unbearably exciting being so 
close to her and feeling her moving slowly, 
slowly in my arms. Then the next thing I 
knew, my face was cupped in her hands 
and my lips were hard down on her lips. I 
could hear her breathing fast and hot in 
my ear and she began to sigh and moan. 

“You're so sweet, good looking,” she 
said in my ear. “You're so sweet.” 

I didn’t learn anything about dancing 
that day—but what I did learn was 
plenty. ... 
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I REMEMBER LEAVING Mrs. Carter’s 
house that afternoon. I had to keep 
pinching myself mentally to make myself 
believe it had happened like it did. I felt 
grown-up, important, a big shot. Just be- 
fore I left, she had told me we could “have 
fun” as she called it, as often as I wanted 
to—whenever her husband wasn’t home. 
But, of course I had to be careful not to 
talk because he was terribly jealous and it 
would be dangerous if I did. She slipped a 
ten dollar bill into my hand and said laugh- 
ingly that that ought to take care of the 
paper bill. 

After that day, I began stopping by the 
Carters’ apartment two or three times a 
week during her husband’s working hours. 
We had a real cute joke about it. I'd ring 
the bell and she’d open the door and I'd 
say: “I’ve come for my dancing lessons.” 

By the second visit I was calling her by 
her first name—Mary. She loved to buy 
surprise presents for me—ties, shirts—and 
all expensive stuff. I had to make up all 
sorts of lies at home to explain where they 
were coming from. Mary was very gen- 
erous with her money—or her husband’s. 
She always asked me if I needed any and 
I got into the habit of always needing 
some. I was really living the life. I had 
plenty of clothes, a hoard of savings in my 
room which would have shocked my grand- 
parents if they had known how much it 
was. This went on for a year and no one 
was any the wiser. Mary was so crazy about 
me then that she couldn’t see straight. She 
always talked about how scared she was 
some one would take me away from her. 

“Some young, pretty girl your own age 
will get you.” she’d say teasingly. But it 
really worried her. I'd kiss her and tell her 
she was silly to think like that. But what I 
was really thinking was that as long as she 
kept taking care of me the way she was, I’d 
be a fool to mess up. 

A good thing like I had couldn’t go on 
forever. It was Mary’s possessive ways 
which finally broke us up. We’d had a long, 
discreet and satisfying (as well as profit- 
able to me) affair by the time I was grad- 
uating from high school. I had given up 
my newspaper route. I had a little girl on 
the side—a sharp, dark-haired chicken 
named Susan Grey who sat in front of me 
in my French class. Susan and I were noth- 
ing more than buddies until the senior 
prom came along and I took her. After the 
affair when I took her home and we sat out 
in the car I’d borrowed from my uncle, we 
got to talking and fooling around a little 
all of a sudden, what a 
was and how sweet she 
acted toward me. I asked her about going 
steady and Susan agreed. We began to 
have dates and see each other a lot. That 
meant I didn’t get to see Mary as often. 

One afternoon I broke a date with Mary 
to take Susan to the show. When I got home 
that night Grandma told me a lady by the 
name of Carter had called and wanted me 
to get in touch with her right away. 

! thought I better go by there instead of 
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bit and it hit me, 
pretty thing she 





phoning because, in case Mary was mad, I 
could put some of my good, old technique 
on her and make her happy. I had a way 
of twisting her around my little finger any 
way I wanted to. The whole affair had 
made me a lot more conceited than I had 
been—and that was going some. 

It wasn’t as easy as I’d expected—pacify- 
ing Mary. She was furious. She had some- 
how found out about me and Susan. She 
called me ungrateful, accused me of mak- 
ing a fool out of her, using her money to 
run around with “some little slut.” 

I was shocked by her violence, infuriated 
by the insult to Susan and I[ told Mary a 
few things; that she was the one who had 
started everything; that she had little right 
to call someone else a slut when she was 
two-timing her husband; that I never want- 
ed to see her again. 

I stormed out. leaving her crying and 
begging. Mad as I was. I was still using 
the old schemer. I didn’t intend to put her 
down flat. A few days of wanting me and 
suffering would make her humble enough 
so I could accomplish a point. I wanted a 
car. I had a job lined up for the summer 
and I wanted to make Mary give me the 
down payment on the car. I considered my- 
self pretty shrewd. I’d let her cry her eyes 
out and call me a few times. Then I'd go 
back—but it was going to cost her. I got 
happy thinking about all the wonderful 
places I’d be able to take Sue in the car. 
That kid was really getting under my skin. 
I thought she was tops. 

You know what they say about well-laid 
plans. Mary fooled me. She didn’t phone 
or try to get me to come back. After two 
days had passed, I began to get uneasy. I 
didn’t want to push my luck too far and 
lose out on a good deal. But my pride kept 
me from going to see her. Then I got the 
letter—the fourth day. 

Mary had packed up and gone away. She 
was living with her husband’s relatives in a 
midwestern city. She had sold her husband 
on the idea that she needed a change and, 
as soon as he could get transferred on his 
job. he was going to join her. 

What a fool I had been, I decided. With 
a little strategy I could have kept Mary. I 
didn’t even pretend to myself that I loved 
her. She was just a tremendous conven- 
ience. Well, I hadn’t done so badly. I had 
close to a thousand dollars saved up—all 
money she’d given me over a long period. 

For the time being, I’'d have to have some 
sort of job in order to keep my grandpar- 
ents from getting suspicious. I wouldn’t 
have had them know what my plans were 
for a million. As rotten as I was, I still had 

deeply-ingrained respect and love for 
them. 

The summer job I’d lined up was a per- 
fect setup for the operations I had in mind. 
I was to be one of forty busboys at a really 
swank summer resort frequented by top 
society people. 

Anybody who’s ever worked in a place 
like that resort can tell you that some of 
the things that go on undercover are almost 








unbelievable. There are wives and swe 
hearts cheating right under the noses 
their husbands and boy-friends. And pif 
times out of ten, the husbands and ba 
friends are so busy trying to get away wit, 
a little larceny of their own that they ney 
dream what’s going on. The second week] 
was there, I got propositioned by a rej} 
beat-up-looking chick. I picked up rej 
fast because I'd done a little research 
all the possibilities and I'd learned thy 
this young lady’s dad was so loaded thy 
his income tax payments must have cof} 
tributed heavily to the national debt. Ai, 
the money and clothes and beauty care jf, 
the world were futile in making this chicf 
look any better than nature had intended 
But I could go along with the program x z 
long as there was a financial reward jp der p 
sight. is 
Officially, it was against the rules for th: Ma 
employees to socialize with the guests, By igher 
that was only official. The owners kney lens 
what was going on and they encouraged } ufthe 
in a sly way. But they had to make belieefig.- m 
they weren’t aware of it. The ugly chicke voted | 
—Marcia Blewett—suggested that we me w hel 
in town one Friday night at a spot wher ww to 
many of the employees spent their leisure Joya 
hours and which most of the guess vinta 
snubbed. We drank and danced and I lef Joye 
Marcia get a little higher than I was. They. oh 
I began filling her head with nonsenefy, y, 
about how I went for her. I played the rk ed an 
of the innocent, impressionable youngster wld 
who hasn’t really been around and wh: noney 
dying to make a connection with someon§ 4, | 
sophisticated. I was smart enough not ti ttally 
try to jive this girl that I thought she wa avery 
beautiful. I gave her credit for enougiff ,, sh 
sense to know that that would be a lie tw person 
big to take. So I leaned on her personality. og dre 
the way she talked. I sold her a bill (f tama 
goods—she was really wonderful in m§ sch of 
eyes. everyth 
It’s funny how a man will operate wher My ¢ 
as I was doing, he romances women {if pounci; 
commercial purposes. You put your bef had hey 
foot forward. You go all out. You w§ ipferioy 
eloquent methods to catch and hold tf eral po 
interest of your intended victim. You af She wa 
charming, modest and, foremost of all. wf love to 
inspire sympathy. The girl walks into yoo ming | 
trap and the minute you’ve got her in it. that oy 
minute you’ve made sure that it’s a go ing wor 
strong trap, you turn mean and rotten al almost | 
cold. At certain times—when you wallf was sor 
something from her—money, a favor «f her and 
some sacrifice—you turn on the charf plead a 
again and drag out the same qualitief Mswer. 
which made her want you. But most of th “T ju 
time, you treat her like she’s dirt uni# wold her 
your feet, like she disgusts you, like y# h Whe 
wish you had never met her, — got 
astonish 
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ANY TIMES I HAVE wondered wi 

made me so evil with a woman ¥ 
I was taking advantage of both sexual! 
psychologically and financially. In 
years, after I learned my lesson about) 
and this kind of counterfeit love, I foe 
out that the reason is that you act 
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ise yourself. You don’t really hate your 
4im—but you know that if you allow 
rself to feel sorry for her, you are ac- 
ly condemning yourself. 

fn a few sentences, that is the story of 
affair with Marcia. My intention had 
xn to play the field at the resort—to line 
jone victim after another—to play them 
lr a couple of hundred here, a couple of 
ndred there—or maybe a few nice suits 





















earned tha clothes or some jewelry I could be proud 
loaded tha , But when I had sized Marcia up, I 
t have cop alized it would be smarter to spend the 
il debt. Al ile season getting her under my power 


‘uty Care ith ause then I would have something that 
B this chief wuld be good for high stakes and prob- 
d intended ly for a long time. When I was doing 
program af.iness with Mary Carter, I was a young- 
reward it wer playing a penny-ante game. But now 
lvas stepping out into the big time. 
Marcia was certainly big-time. Her 
ther was a real estate tycoon who had 
atensive holdings and who operated three 
ithe biggest Negro hotels in the country. 
fer mother was dead. Her father was de- 
wed to his only daughter and determined 
whelp her find happiness but uncertain 
jw to go about it. He gave her a fabulous 
jlwance, bought her luxurious cars, 
maintained a plush apartment for her and 
ilowed her to use her own judgment about 
ir charge accounts at the leading shops. 
She was spoiled, dictatorial, narrow-mind- 
dd and seeretly convinced that no one 
vould ever love her for anything but her 
money. 
As far as she was concerned. I was 
tally unaware that she had money. I did 
avery good job of convincing her that she 
vas the soul-mate I’d been looking for. the 
person to whom I could pour out my fond- 
e¢ dreams and dearest hopes. And the 
tramatics I staged after we’d been seeing 
each other constantly for two weeks, sewed 
everything up. 
My dramatics consisted of suddenly an- 
nouncing one evening that I thought we 
had better stop seeing each other. Marcia’s 
inferiority complex temperature rose sev- 
tal points and she became quite alarmed. 
She was a passionate girl and when I made 
lve to her she reacted with almost fright- 
thing violence. Her sudden realization 
that our companionship and our lovemak- 
ing would stop if I was serious made her 
almost frantic. I pretended that the reason 
was something I didn’t know how to tell 
her and I let her beg for a while, get angry, 
plead and cry before I would give her an 
answer, 
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nost of tf “I just found out today who you are,” I 

dirt undef ld her finally. 

1, like ye" “Who Iam? What do you mean? What’s 
that got to do with it?” Marcia demanded, 
astonished. I enjoyed her astonishment. I 

lered wi knew she was used to people who wanted 

oman her because of who she was. 

I went into my explanation. I was a no- 

In late —no family background, no money, 





nothing but a car I didn’t know how I was 
gong to finish payments on. She was a rich 
man’s daughter and I couldn't even afford 
'0 show her the kind of good time she 
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ought to have. Besides, I was becoming 
much too serious about her, much too in- 
volved and I didn’t want to get into this 
kind of entanglement. After all, I had to 
make my start in life and I had two pov- 
erty-stricken grandparents who had given 
everything they could to me and who now 
depended on me for support. 

There it was. 

Marcia fell for every word. She was al- 
most crying when I finished explaining. 
She begged me not to look at things in 
such an unsophisticated way. She was 
touched because now she could tell I really 
liked her for herself and no other reason. 
She had more money than she could pos- 
sibly dream of spending. People weren’t 
old-fashioned and noble any more about 
whether it’s the man or the woman who has 
the money. People in love are supposed to 
help each other. It was her duty to help 
me because my love was helping her to 
think of life as something beautiful and 
extraordinary. 

I became very angry at the suggestion 
that I would stoop to accept anything from 
her. I wasn’t that type, I informed her in 
an insulted manner. I was too upset by the 
suggestion to talk about it any further that 
night. I’d agree that we would see each 
other once more—the following night—to 
settle the whole affair. 

Of course the result of this was that 
Marcia virtually spent the rest of the night 
and the next day trying to think up some 
diplomatic way to get me to agree to make 
a fool out of her. The next night I let her 
talk me into continuing our relationship. 

Meanwhile, I had been slipping into 
town to see Susan who still had my vote as 
the most wonderful girl on earth. One 
thing bothered me, however. I always had 
plenty of money in my pockets and, with 
the sharp car to add to my pride, I saw no 
reason why Susan shouldn’t be impressed 
with me. I wanted to take her places where 
I could show her off and which would awe 
her. But Susan’s greatest characteristic 
was simplicity. She preferred an ice-cream 
soda or hot dogs at a drug store and a trip 
to the neighborhood theatre to the pa- 
geantry of night clubs, smart supper clubs 
and the like. 

“I’m your girl, honey, not your gold- 
digger.” Susan said laughingly when I be- 
came indignant about her simple tastes. 
“If we’re ever going to get married, we 
have to save some money, not spend it all.” 

Two things worried me badly about those 
words. The term “gold-digger” hit me right 
where it hurt. I’d never thought about it 
hard before, but I was certain that Susan 
would turn her back on me in a minute if 
she knew about Mary Carter and Marcia. 
Then, her mention of marriage. I’d never 
even thought about marriage to anyone— 
not even Susan. I guess I just sort of be- 
lieved we could go on and on being sweet- 
hearts without my getting myself tied 
down where I couldn’t operate the way I 
wanted to. Did I want to marry Susan? I 
didn’t know. Maybe the question should 
have been—did I want to support a girl, no 





matter how much I loved her, when I was 
getting used to having girls support me? 

These puzzling problems sort of clouded 
my happiness in my affair with Marcia and 
my feeling for Susan. But I was pretty 
good at putting things off to be faced when 
one had to face them. 

After the summer season, Marcia tried 
her best to get me to promise to come and 
stay at her apartment. Her father was 
hardly ever in town and he always let her 
know in advance when he would be. But 
there were a couple of reasons why I turned 
her down on this. I wouldn’t have been 
able to explain to my folks or to Sue. Also, 
I wouldn’t have freedom to do what I 
pleased. I promised to see Marcia so often 
that it would be just as good as if I were 
staying with her. She didn’t like my re- 
fusal but there wasn’t really anything she 
could do. 

Having Marcia on my line gave me ideas 
about ducking out of going to college. I 
knew my grandparents were bent on my 
entering school right after the summer va- 
cation. The only way I would be able to 
satisfy them if I didn’t go was to find my- 
self some type of job which they would 
consider a good opportunity. With Marcia 
taking care of me, there was no real need 
to work, but I couldn’t just loaf around 
and having money and buying new clothes 
without questions being asked at home. I 
talked it over with Marcia, thinking she 
might be able to line up something for me 
through her old man’s connections. 

“Why not open up some kind of busi- 
ness?” Marcia suggested. 

I wanted something which would run it- 
self practically because I wasn’t for hard 
work and had plenty of playing to get 
done. 

Since I was so crazy about clothes, we 
finally settled on the idea of setting up a 
small, swank men’s shop which would fea- 
ture the top styles in hats, ties, socks and 
shoes. We started making plans and I got 
pretty excited about the project. But a 
couple of days after we first talked it over, 
Marcia phoned me, pretty upset. 

“I want you to come right over, darling,” 
she said. 

I tried to get her to say what was wrong, 
but she was almost incoherent. 

I drove over to her house to find her in 
tears. In a nutshell, the story was that her 
father had found out that we were going 
together and that our affair was costing 
Marcia plenty. He had demanded to see 
her cancelled checks and had gone into a 
rage. His pride was hurt because he felt 
someone was making a sucker out of his 
daughter. He didn’t even want to speak to 
me or see me and he hadn’t ordered Mar- 
cia to stop seeing me. He had done some- 
thing infinitely worse, as far as I was con- 
cerned. He was having his office take care 
of all Marcia’s bills directly, suspending 
her charge accounts and cutting her allow- 
ance to the bone for six months..She could 
have anything she wanted still but she’d 
have to get it by proving it was really for 
her. 


73 





“J don’t know what to do,” Marcia 
sobbed. “Daddy doesn’t know how fine and 
sweet you are. He doesn’t know that it was 
my idea to give you everything I gave you 
—not yours. But now I don’t dare ask him 
for the money to open the business. I just 
don’t know what to do.” 

“Neither do I,” I said gloomily. I wasn’t 
even thinking about her problems. I was 
wondering how I was going to make it now 
that my source of income was cut off 
abruptly. 

“Of course, it isn’t the end of the world,” 
Marcia said soberly. “Maybe Daddy will 
change his mind after six months are up 
and he sees that we’re still going together 
and that it wasn’t my money you wanted— 
but me.” 

I was infuriated with this simple girl. 

“And what am I supposed to do for six 
months?” I raved unreasonably. “Of course 
I wasn’t after your money but, baby, be- 
lieve me, it was a big help.” 

The minute the careless words were out, 
I knew I had made a big mistake. I saw 
the horror creeping across Marcia’s face. 

“You’re thinking only of yourself,” she 
said, almost as if she were thinking aloud. 
“You don’t really care about me. Daddy 
was right.” 

I glared at her and slammed out the 
door. I was more angry with myself than 
with her. I was in a fine fix now. Id 
either have to register in college or get 
myself a job. Well. maybe things wouldn’t 
be so bad after all. Best thing for me to 
do was to keep my head. I'd have to find 
some way to make up with Marcia real 
soon without compromising my pride too 
much. I'd have to repair the damage I’d 
done to her confidence in me—get her back 
to believing that I was sincere about her 
and that she had misinterpreted my atti- 
tude about the money. 


HAD A KING-SIZED surprise in store 

for me, though. The next afternoon, 
while I was lolling around the house, the 
phone rang and I heard the brisk, authori- 
tative voice of a man—a voice I didn’t rec- 
ognize. 

“You don’t know me. young man,” the 
voice announced. “I’m Harvey Blewett— 
Marcia’s father. There are a couple of 
things I'd like to talk over with you in a 
friendly discussion. Can you come to my 
office tomorrow at five?” 

[ was stunned. I managed to get out an 
affirmative answer and hung up the phone 
in a daze. 

What could Marcia’s old man want with 
me? He’d used the word “friendly.” But 
actually, how friendly can a man be to- 
wards someone who had treated his daugh- 
ter the way I treated Marcia? Maybe I 
had been a fool to agree to see him. Maybe 
he wanted to try to find some way to make 
me pay her back the money she’d given 
me. 

I was in plenty of suspense until the 
next afternoon when I drove downtown to 
the high-powered business sector where 
Blewett had his offices. Getting off the ele- 
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vator, I gasped at the plushness of the suite 
where he did business. A pleasant recep- 
tionist asked me to have a seat and ten 
minutes later led me into the old man’s 
private office. 

Mr. Blewett was a husky, energetic man 
who looked as though he’d had his way all 
his life. 

“Come in, come in,” he boomed at me 
heartily. He stood up and reached for my 
reluctant hand. “Well, so you’re the young 


man who took my Marcia for a sleigh 
ride.” 
“I don’t know what you mean, sir,” I 


said stiffly. 

Blewett’s head rocked back in big laugh- 
ter. 

“Don’t play coy with me, son,” he told 
me. “I’m not going to challenge you to a 
duel or spout angry words. You’re just a 
guy who tried to play it smart for a while 
and got away with it for a while until we 
caught you.” 

I sat in miserable silence, not knowing 
what to say, wondering what he meant by 
the “we.” He must have read my thoughts. 

“One thing you smart boys fail to do is 
to give other people a little credit for some 
sense also,” Mr. Blewett continued. “For 
instance, it wasn’t very smart of you to 
walk into that clever trap Marcia set for 
you.” 

“What do you mean?” I demanded. 

Mr. Blewett got up from his desk and 
came around to stand in front of me. 

“IT mean that Marcia tricked you, son,” 
he explained. “All along, while you’ve been 
playing the part of the deserving but poor 
young man who just hates to take a wealthy 
young lady’s money, she has had her suspi- 
cions. I mean that it was HER idea—not 
mine—to test you, to find out how you'd 
react if you thought there’d be no more 
money coming for a while. If you had re- 
acted differently, you’d have been sitting 
pretty now with a business of your own 
started with my money and Marcia’s. But 
you’re not so smart after all.” 

I was so shocked I could hardly move. 
Marcia had doubted me. Marcia had been 
that clever. And what a fool I had been. 

“T didn’t call you up here to embarrass 
you or to crow about the mistake you 
made,” Blewett continued. “For 
strange reason, I feel sorry for you. The 
pennies you got from Marcia—and we do 
consider them pennies—certainly weren’t 
worth your being false to yourself or to her. 
I just had a bit of a hope that if an older 
man talked to you straight, you might wake 
up to realize that there are better ways of 
getting through life than by sponging on 
others and lying and cheating. I don’t know 
why I should even bother with you. But it 
was an impulse I had to follow. Here’s 
hoping it does some good. And now, young 
man, you'll be kind enough to excuse me, 
won't you?” 

All the way home from Blewett’s office, 
I was like a man sleepwalking. If I’d been 
my usual self, I would have been angry 
and frustrated and ashamed—not of myself 
—but of the fact that I had been caught. 
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Instead, I was ashamed of myself. Some 
thing had clicked in my brain while Bley. 
ett was letting me have it with both bay. 
rels. I was beginning to see myself fy 
what I really was—what I had been fy 
years—a self-centered, grasping parasit. 
{ thought of my grandparents and the w. 
selfish love they’d given me down throug! 
the years. I thought of the sweetness an; 
genuineness of Susan. I thought of Margi; 
—how she had cared enough about me; 
want to help me even though I hady’ 
fooled her with my lies. 

It wasn’t until I’d reached home that} 
realized I had left my car parked in th 
parking lot across the street from \; 
Blewett’s office. But I was in no hurry , 
get it. There were other things about m 
past way of life which I was going to leay: 
behind me. 

That conversation in Mr. Blewett’s offic; 
took place four years ago. I’ve just grad 
uated from college and I’m awfully proy 
to say that I got through on my own—}; 
working at a job and studying diligenth 
It was a tough grind but was good for m 
Some day, a girl named Susan is going} 
be very proud of me, I think. And I’m » 
ing to be happy taking care of her ani 
knowing what it is to give. 
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My Shameful Love 

(Continued from Page 27) 
way Mom could earn a living was by work: 
ing for Dr. and Mrs. Atkinson. Dr. Atkin 
son was the most highly-respected Negn 
physician in Atlanta. He and his wife 
she was almost fifteen years his senior— 
owned one of the most picturesque ani 
expensive homes in the swank colored se: 
tion of town. Mom cooked and washed an’ 
ironed for them. She brought home lef: 
over delicacies from their lavish table an 
hand-me-down clothes which Mrs. Atkiv 
son tossed at her. 

When I say tossed. I mean it almost li: 
erally. For Flora Atkinson had a repute 
tion for being pure evil. Folk talked abov 
her—the way she ordered all creatia 
around and gave herself even more aif 
than her exalted social and financial’ pos 
tion called for. Everybody commented thi! 
it was a downright shame that a nit 
gentle. and good looking man like Fras 
Atkinson had gotten mixed up with an o 
battle-axe like his missus. 

But then you couldn’t blame Dr. Frani 
His ball and chain—before she became li: 
ball and chain—had been a frustrated ¢! 
maid with nothing but money left her) 
her plumber-contractor father. She le 
discovered Dr. Frank when he was # 
honor high school graduate, frantical 
trying to find the kind of job which wou 
afford him sufficient time for his studies 
a medical student and finances for bis t! 








tion. It was the old story. Posing a: * 
unselfish benefactor, Flo Atkinson l 
underwritten Dr. Frank’s — obligatio 
When he emerged, a full-fledged physici# 
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with a brilliant record and a promising 
future, she had taken advantage of his 
gratitude by snatching him down the aisle. 
Talk in town was that the last word Dr. 
Frank had ever said real loudly and on his 
own was when he agreed to the marriage 
vows. After that he’d entered into a hen- 
pecked state which was a disgrace to be- 
hold. 

First time I beheld Flo Atkinson was 
when I was at the toddling stage. I was 
hardly old enough to walk—but I was wise 
enough to know that I didn’t cotton to this 
hawk-faced, imperious-voiced woman who 
stopped by our sorry-looking cottage in a 
limousine that looked like it should have 
been piloted by a coachman guiding four 
black bay horses. 

The infant mind is amazingly mature at 
reasoning. One thing that upset me about 
Mrs. Atkinson was the strange effect she 
had on my mother. Mom was the center of 
my world, the supreme authority in my 
child orbit and, reassuringly, the one per- 
son I knew who seemed always in command 
of situations. 

But Mrs. Atkinson’s arrival on our home 
scene transformed Mom completely. She 
became meek and humble, seemingly al- 
most frightened in her efforts to keep from 
displeasing Mrs. Atkinson. I learned years 
later that this was the best you could do 
with the old bag. Try not to displease her. 
For there was nothing on earth apparently 
which would please her—like other human 
beings get pleased. I was too young to un- 
derstand the significance of Mrs. Atkin- 
son’s visit on this particular occasion. All I 
knew was that she was ordering my Mom 
around and that Mom looked scared and 
like she didn’t dare do anything about it. 
In my childish way, the only retaliation I 
could offer against folk I didn’t like, I 
offered. I stuck out a long, red and sassy 
tongue in Mrs. Atkinson’s general direc- 
tion. She saw it, whirled on Mom and—I 
am told—commented that I was an “impu- 
dent little piece.’ Mom. outraged at what 
I had done, hauled off and slammed me 
one against the side of the head—an action 
completely unlike Mom and which stunned 
me not a little. I was hurt and downfallen. 
Here, I’d tried to protect my mother and 
she herself had turned on me. Even at that 
early age, I think I began to learn to hate 
Mrs. Atkinson. It was a hatred which was 
to grow deeper, more poisonous through 
the years. 

There is nothing so unreasoning as hat- 
red. Once you learn to dislike for what 
may seem—or even be—a logical reason, 
then the most illogical and distorted things 
make sense. 

Like I said, I treasured in my heart a 
deep-rooted love for Mom. As I grew into 
young girlhood, I began to resent so very 
much the tiredness etched on her forehead, 
the way she was breaking under the strain 
of rearing a child, working six days a week 
for Mrs. Atkinson and keeping her own 
home going. Mom’s hands, which one 
could easily see had once been beautiful 
hands, had become coarse and be strayed the 


hard, relentless labor she was putting out. 

“One of these days, I’m gonna help you. 
Mom,” I used to cry evenings when she 
found a few minutes—as she always did— 
to take time with me. “I’m going to make 
lots and lots of money and buy you a big, 
beautiful home like Mrs. Atkinson’s and 
hire a woman to come in and do your work 
so you can ride around in a long car and 
wear pretty dresses like she does.” 

Mom never could understand my feeling 
against Mrs. Atkinson and I didn’t dare 
put it into words. Mom was a very Chris- 
tian woman. She was always teaching me 
lessons from the Bible. telling me stories 
about Christ and seeing that I kept up with 
my Sunday School. 

“Some times you make me feel as though 
you actually dislike Mrs. Atkinson.” she 
told me several times. 

I’'d reply with stubborn silence. 

“You must remember, dear, that she 
ntsc? put bread into our mouths,” she 
would continue. 

“But. Mom, you work so hard and you 
tell me yourself that Mrs. Atkinson says 
mean things and doesn’t pay you fair,” I 
pouted. 

“There’s just some things we have to 
leave up to the Lord,” Mom answered me, 
rocking slowly to and fro, rocking as if to 
rock would give her more strength to face 
life’s problems. 

I didn’t see the Lord doing anything 
about making Mom less tired. I decided 
that maybe the Lord needed a little help 
in Mrs. Atkinson’s case. 

I scarcely ever went to the Atkinsons’ 
home for I didn’t want to see her if I could 
help it. One of the few times I was there, 
helping Mom—when I was about fifteen— 
I lost my child’s heart to Dr. Frank. The 
first thing that made me feel grateful to 
this tall, distinguished-looking man with 
eyes which held a still sadness but a dis- 
tant pride, was the way he treated Mom. 
He came back into the servants’ part of 
the house where I was helping Mom with 
a wash. He bowed to Mom as if she were 
as great a lady as his own wife. 

“And how’re you today, Miss Emma?” 
he demanded of Mom pleasantly. I watched 
the look of understanding and affection 
that passed between them. Mom was com- 
pletely at ease with him as they chatted 
like old friends for a few minutes. Turning 
to me, finally, Dr. Frank’s eyes lit with lik- 
ing and appreciation. 

“My, but Grace is blossoming into a 
lovely young lady.” he murmured, patting 
me on the head. “You ought to be awfully 
proud of this good looking young lady. 
And you, Grace, you’ve got a 
mother,” he added graciously. 

I could have swooned with the thrill of 
delight and pleasure which ran through 
me, from head to toe. How different he 
was from his wife. How fine and gallant 
and handsome. And how much younger. I 
had material for dreams for many nights 
after that. And in them all, the star and 
hero was this dashing young doctor who 
lived with a witch of a wife, but who mirac- 
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ulously rescued Mom and me from the 
clutches of poverty. 

When I graduated from high school, I 
had my mind made up to do something 
about our poverty. But this was Mom’s 
time to put down a foot firmly and to re- 
veal to me the extent of the great sacrifice 
she’d been making for me all the years 
since I'd been born. 

That blessed woman had _ pinched, 
scraped, planned, schemed and worked her 
fingers to the bone, taking on extra jobs 
for people—sewing, cleaning, doing wash- 
ing at home—and religiously, every Satur- 
day morning she had been stopping at our 
neighborhood bank to make a deposit. She 
had saved enough money to send me 
through college and nothing I could say 
would thwart her purpose. 

“T won’t hear another word, Grace,” she 
told me with finality. “This has been your 
mother’s greatest dream, honey. You not 
gonna have to work in somebody’s kitchen. 
You’re gonna have a fine education and be 
something. It’s all I’ve been livin’ for. You 
won’t be helping me none by staying out of 
college and taking some little piece of job. 
[ want to see you with that diploma, girl, 
proud and learned and making my dream 
come true.” 

[ could tell that she wouldn’t be happy 
unless I gave in. So I had to do it. But I 
had proud tears in my eyes when I regis- 
tered at the nearby University and handed 
over a check for more money than I’d ever 
dreamed existed. 


THE LEAST ANY GIRL could do—with 
a mom like mine—was to dedicate her- 
self to her studies. Mom wouldn’t even let 
me get a part-time job. She wanted me to 
have all my time for my studies. So, I 
worked like a demon. Second best wasn’t 
good enough. I had to be at the top of 
every class. It was a passionate crusade to 
make Mom proud. And she was. I knew 
how proud Mom was the first time I saw 
her stand up to Mrs. Atkinson. 

Just as she had done that day when I 
was a tot and stuck my tongue out at her, 
\irs. Atkinson had a habit, every so often, 
of dreaming up some sudden whim and 
descending upon our house with imperious 
orders for Mom. When I was a junior at 
the University, I was home one Saturday 
afternoon, studying for mid-term exams. 
\lom had one of her rare Saturdays off but 
t was marred by the sudden, sweeping 
arrival of her highness—Lady Atkinson— 
who had decided overnight to entertain 
some of her society friends who were to 
pass through the city the following day. 
Mrs. Atkinson had come to command Mom 
to come to work Sunday, to help with a 
special, elaborate dinner. 

She had nodded curtly at me as Mom let 
her into the kitchen. My heart sank as I 
heard the announcement about Mom’s 
working Sunday. I knew how much Sun- 
days meant to Mom. Usually, she spent 
most of the day in church and the few 
hours at home, baking and sitting out on 
the shabby porch, rocking happily in the 
76 





twilight seemed to give her power to go on 
through the next gruelling six days. 

“But, Mrs. Atkinson, I promised to help 
out at the musical tea for the pastor,” I 
heard Mom say weakly. 

“I’m sure they can get along without 
you, Emma,” Mrs. Atkinson declared 
haughtily. “Besides, you know you'll get 
some little extra change out of this. And 
by the way, why not bring the girl along 
with you. She can help out and you'll get 
out faster.” 

“You mean Grace?” Mom asked unbe- 
lievingly. 

Mrs. Atkinson’s 
crookedly. 

“Who else do you think I mean, Emma?” 
she demanded nastily. “Is Grace too good 
to help out in my house? Just because 
you’re spoiling her—sending her to that 
University to get all kinds ef ideas and 
letting her sponge off you when she’s full 
grown—I don’t see why she can’t help 
out when she’s needed. God knows where 
you're getting the money from anyway. It 
looks like you’d be happy to earn a few 
extra pennies.” 

I felt hot waves of blood boiling up in 
me. I wanted to fly at this inconsiderate, 
hateful woman for talking to Mom that 
way. But before I could give it another 
thought, Mom had risen from her chair 
and was standing in front of Mrs. Atkin- 
son, her tired old back drawn straight and 
proud and militant. 

“Look here, Mrs. Atkinson.” Mom was 
saying in a tone I'd never heard from her 
before. “It’s all right to come down here 
and tell me I’ve got to give you the Lord’s 
day to entertain your folk. But Grace, 
that’s different. Grace don’t work for you. 
She don’t work for nobody. And she ain’t 
gonna ’til she’s finished with her school. 
I got a pride in her and the way she’s do- 
ing at her school and you and nobody else 
is gonna interfere, you hear me?” 

Mrs. Atkinson was shocked almost 
speechless. She fell back a step and looked 
at Mom helplessly. 

“Of course, it was only a suggestion, 
Emma,” she said stiffly, trying to regain 
face. “You needn’t have gotten so excited. 
Well, I'll expect you tomorrow at eleven.” 

She turned and literally fled. 

“Oh, Mom,” I cried as my mother 
turned to me with a peculiar glisten in her 
eyes. “How can you stand that woman?” 

Mom smiled at me through fast-gather- 
ing tears. She went off into her room. I 
knew she wanted to be alone for a while. 

It was in my senior year that I fell in 
love. It happened in the most unpredict- 
able way—and with the most—to me—un- 
predictable person. 

I'd had little time for interest in boys. 
Being an only child and so close to Mom, I 
hadn’t shared the normal teen-age excite- 
ment over “steadies” and parties and the 
like. ’'d known Milt Hodge practically all 
my life and little did I think I’d ever enter- 
tain romantic notions about this friendly, 
charming youngster who'd been like a 
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buddy to me as long as we'd been neigh- 
bors. 

Milt went to the University and was mak- 
ing a splendid record for himself in ac- 
counting. He worked nights at Martin’s 
Drug store as a clerk—the first colored one 
they'd ever hired. 

I was popular at the University. I got a 
few invitations to be taken to the Junior 
Prom but turned them all down because, 
as much as I wanted to go, I didn’t feel | 
ought to expect Mom to provide a new 
dress for the occasion—and, of course, no 
one goes to a Junior Prom without some- 
thing new to wear. 

A week before the Prom, I arrived home 
one evening to find Mom looking pretty 
mysterious about something. I knew her 
like a book and it was obvious to me that 
there was an unusual event in the air. But 
no matter how I prodded, I couldn’t get 
her to tell me the great secret. About an 
hour later, just as we were finishing sup- 
per, Milt walked in the front door. He was 
carrying a large box. 

“Evenin’ Mom,” he hailed, kissing my 
mother. “Hi, Grace,” he greeted me. “Gee, 
I see I’m too late for supper.” 

“No you’re not, Milt,” Mom told him. 
She was truly crazy about that boy. “And 
you can see we’ve got your favorite—ox 
tails and greens. Just get yourself a plate. 
You ain’t company.” 

Milt dove in and finished off a healthy 
portion of the good home-cooking. Several 
times I eyed curiously the large box which 
he had placed carefully on the sideboard. 

“By the way,” Milt asked me as he wiped 
away a few final crumbs, “You are going 
to the Prom with me, aren’t you, Grace?” 

Close friends as we all were, I was still 
embarrassed and annoyed with Milt for 
asking me in front of Mom. I felt he should 
understand why I wasn’t going to the Prom 
and I didn’t want Mom to know how badly 
I wanted to go. 

“That silly dance,” I brushed off the sub- 
ject. “I haven’t the slightest desire to go.” 

I could almost believe I saw an amused. 
understanding look pass between Milt and 
Mom. 

“You’d go if you had a new dress, 
wouldn’t you?” Milt demanded bluntly. I 
could have strangled him. 

But before I could find a suitable an- 
swer, Milt had risen from his chair and 
reached for the large box, which he held 
out to me, 

“Well, here’s your new dress, honey,” he 
said. 

I stared at Milt—then at Mom who 
looked so happy I thought she was going 
to cry. As for crying. well I did. I couldn't 
help it when I opened that box and found 
inside a beautiful outfit, gown, new shoes. 
gloves—and other necessary accessories. 

My dear Mom had sneaked out and 
bought it for me—kept it next door at 
Milt’s house so they could spring this sur- 
prise on me. I was hysterical with happi- 
ness and gratitude. 

I think the night of the prom was the 
first time in our lives Milt and I really 
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recognized that the other had grown up. 
Milt looked so sharp in his tux and he 
raved when he saw the sophisticated look 
my gown gave me. “Wow,” he beamed. 
“I’m taking the prettiest girl on the cam- 
pus.” 

Returning home, early in the morning, 
tired and happy and having found new and 
delightful interest in each other, we stood 
outside the front door looking into each 
other’s eyes with the recognition that, from 
then on, life together was going to have a 
different, a deeper meaning. Without a 
word, as naturally as the moon was mov- 
ing to its bed across the heavens, we went 
into each other’s arms with a sob and a sigh 
and there, in a minute of sheer delight, we 
found the wonderful mutuality of first love. 

Mom saw in my eyes the next morning 
exactly what had happened. 

“You’ve found out you're in love with 
Milt, haven’t you dear?” she asked me ten- 
derly. 

My eyes widened with surprise. 

“But. Mom, how did you know?” I de- 
manded. 

There was a very wise, very contented 
look in her eyes. 

“T’ve known it for a long time, Grace,” 
she told me. “A long time. I’m happy. He’s 
a fine boy.” 

It was in my senior year that I became 
ill. In addition to my absorption in studies, 
I had taken on membership in the uni- 
versity’ s crack debating team and a writing 
assignment on the school paper. I had no 
idea how hard I’d been driving myself until 
I came down with chills and hot spells 
and the most excruciating headache. 

Alarmed, Mom had Doctor Frank to 
come over and look at me. The doctor gave 
me orders to stay home and take a rest. 

Doctor Frank came up to see me several 
times and finally told me that, on his next 
visit, he was quite pleased with the state 
of my health. 

But before Doctor Frank got back again, 
Milt arrived and, with one look at his 
drawn face, I knew that something terrible 
was wrong. 

Gently, Milt broke the news. 
precious. beloved Mom, was dead. 


Mom, my 


\ JHEN I GOT MY BREATH back and 

quieted down from the racking out- 
burst of tears which came with the shock 
of this incredible news, Milt helped me get 
ready to return home—and then he told 
me the story. 

Mom had died only that morning. She 
had come home from the Atkinson’s in the 
middle of her work-day and gone straight 
to bed. By the time Milt’s mother could get 
Doctor Frank Mom had gone. She had 
seemed awfully upset and excited when 
she came home. Milt’s mother couldn't 
understand it. Doctor Frank said she 
seemed to have suffered some sort of vio- 
lent shock and had burst a blood vessel. 

My bewilderment over the cause of 
Mom’s death was 
stricken mind. 


nagging my grief- 
But I was so overwhelmed 


with the realization that the mother I loved 
was no more, that I was alone in the world 
—except for Milt. My grief was stronger 
than my curiosity about the reason for her 
sudden passing. Strangely enough, the 
thought which kept circulating through my 
brain was that, in spite of all the hard 
work I had put in at school to make Mom 
proud, she wasn’t going to be around, after 
all, to see her fondest dream come true— 
my graduation. 

The house was crowded with neighbors 
when we arrived. Mom’s death had hit the 
community hard for she was perhaps the 
most beloved woman in the neighborhood. 
The kind people tried to comfort me, to 
cushion the terrible blow which had fal- 
len. Even though I appreciated their ex- 
pressions of sympathy, all I wanted was to 
be left alone. Milt took me to the under- 
taking parlor where they had removed 
Mom. I wanted to look at her sweet. life- 
less face once again. I screamed and 
shouted, praying for her to awake, to 
smile at me, to speak to me. I fell on my 
knees and then I knew nothing else until 
I awakened in bed in Milt’s mother’s bed- 
room. 

I saw anxious faces above me—Milt, his 
mother and Doctor Frank. 

I wanted them to tell me I had been 
passing through a nightmare—that. any 
minute, Mom would come through the 
door. 

Instead. I had to face the realities. 

Milt and his mother left the room for a 
few minutes. Doctor Frank talked to me 
with grave gentleness. He talked to me as 
though I were a dear daughter. Mom had 
been very tired for many years. he pointed 
out. and while he knew how great my loss 
must ‘be. I must remember that now she 
had gone to rest. 

“And. if anyone goes to Heaven, Grace. 
you and I know that your mother is there. 
She was a fine woman.” 

For a moment. I thought the doctor 
meant he was in doubt about the existence 
of another world after this one. but then 
I realized it was just his way of paying 
tribute to Mom. He told me how im- 
portant it was for me to get hold of myself 
and—as he put it—not to disturb Mom’s 
well-earned peace by losing myself in 
sorrow. 

“After all. you’re not really alone.” the 
doctor said. “You’ve got Milt and his 
family. All the people of the neighbor- 
hood are your friends. And. believe me, 
I’m your friend.” 

I was so touched by his kindness to me. 
I'd always adored this friendly. conscien- 
tious man. His soothing words. his steady 
hand holding mine and a sedative which 
he administered soon had me lulled back 
to sleep. 

I won't talk about the funeral—the or- 
deal of seeing Mom’s casket lowered into 
the ground—or the hollow emptiness of 
the house which I insisted on returning to 
after services. Friends and neighbors. try- 
ing to get my mind off its brooding. tried 
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to talk plans with me. I should marry Milt 
right away. 

I wanted to think about a subject which 
everyone seemed anxious to avoid. There 
was an unanswered question for which I 
was determined to find the answer if it 
took me the rest of my days. What had 
happened to get Mom upset that day? 
What had caused her to suddenly leave 
work and come home? All sorts of theories 
and fancies passed through my mind. Then, 
one by one, the pieces of the puzzle seemed 
to fall into place. I remembered how 
many times I had seen Mrs. Atkinson 
acting out her haughty, contemptuous role 
toward Mom. I remembered how humble 
Mom had been around her. I recalled the 
one time I had seen Mom strike back at 
the tyranny of this hateful woman—the 
time Mrs. Atkinson had suggested that 
Mom bring me over to the house to help 
her work. That day Mom had lost her 
temper and flown up in Mrs. Atkinson’s 
face. The day after, she had suffered a 
violent attack and had almost been unable 
to go to work. 

I sat up in the darkened room, staring 
straight ahead, my eyes narrowing with 
horror at the terrible but logical suspicion 
which was now taking form. 

Mrs. Atkinson had practically murdered 
my Mom. 

Something mean and contemptible which 
Doctor Frank’s bitter wife had done or 
said had upset Mom and brought on the 
attack. 

I had no proof—just the evidence of 
circumstance. But I was as certain as I 
knew that day follows night that my theory 
was correct. And I was just as certain 
that I had one single, dedicated purpose in 
life from that moment on. I wasn’t in- 
terested in my schooling, in marriage, in 
anything now—and I never would be until 
[ had accomplished my purpose. As sure 
as God was in His Heaven, I was going to 
get even with Flora Atkinson. I was going 
to make her suffer for what she had done 
to Mom. 

The worst thing that could happen to 
Mrs. Atkinson—even worse than violent 
death—was for her to lose Doctor Frank. 

And, from the moment I realized that 
one thing, I became another person com- 
pletely. 

For the next few days I kept pretty much 
to myself. Everyone thought I was still 
grieving. I was—but mainly, I was perfect- 


ing my scheme. 
The following morning I went to see 
Mrs. Atkinson. She was apparently sur- 


prised by my visit and ill at ease. She 
couldn’t look me in the eye. Hating her 
very soul, I forced myself to talk with her 
in a confidential manner. I wasn’t going 
to finish school, I told her. I didn’t think it 
would be practical for me to go back now 
that Mom was gone. I didn’t have any 
way of keeping up the rent on our place 
and I wondered if she could help me by 
letting me work for her—doing the same 
type of work Mom had done—and allow- 


wh 8) 


‘oO 








ing me to live in the servants’ quarters. 
Mrs. Atkinson was very consciously mak- 
ing an effort to be polite and even friendly. 
She told me she thought I was very sensible 
—that she had never seen what good a 
college education would do a girl these 
days anyhow—unless her folk had plenty 
of money. She agreed to give me the job. 

I gave up the house, moved into Mrs. At- 
kinson’s and settled down to work con- 
scientiously in my new role as a maid. 

At first I was surprised at the efforts 
Doctor Frank’s wife put forth to make me 
feel at home. But I finally dismissed this 
as her way of easing her conscience and it 
made me feel more spiteful toward her. 
Outwardly, I was meek and anxious to 
please. I can’t say that I enjoyed the 
gruelling domestic work and while I 
yearned for the old happy days with Milt. 
I deliberately saw very little of him. Seeing 
him too often would have interfered with 
my scheme. I had a mind only for the goal 
ahead of me. 

I worked very carefully to achieve that 
goal. I set out to make myself indispen- 
sable to Doctor Frank. The wifely things 
which Mrs. Atkinson should have done for 
him, I did. I saw that his slippers and 
newspaper were by his favorite easy chair 
evenings when he came home from the 
office. I found out what foods were to his 
special liking and made it my business to 
prepare them for him. I kept a neat ap- 
pointment book by the telephone to take 
care of calls which didn’t come through 
his office. 

“You’re a wonderful girl,” Doctor Frank 
told me one evening, six months after I 
had begun working at the Atkinson home. 

“Tt’s easy to be wonderful to you. Doctor 
Frank,” I told him. I was looking at him 
with a world of significance in my eyes. 
He frowned slightly, flushed and left the 
room without another word. That night, 
standing in front of my mirror in my room, 
I examined myself critically. I could say 
objectively that I was attractive enough to 
impress an unhappily married man who 
was lonely, hen-pecked and married to a 
mean old woman who could almost be his 
mother. But there was one thing I had to 
do. I had to make Doctor Frank look at 
me as a desirable young woman, not as a 
girl toward whom he entertained fatherly 
feelings. After all, he wasn’t too much 
older than I. 


GOT MY CHANCE a week later when 

Mrs. Atkinson went to a bridge club 
meeting and the doctor was spending a 
quiet evening at home. Early in the eve- 
ning, I went to my room and prepared for 
bed. I had bought a gorgeous, flimsy negli- 
gee in one of the downtown stores, one of 
those Hollywood-type, revealing produc- 
tions. I lay in bed, waiting and listening. 
If I knew Doctor Frank’s habits, he would 
be on his way to bed soon and he would 
have to pass my door. When he did, I 
called out. 

“Doctor Frank, could you come in for a 
minute. I’m not feeling too well.” 








I heard him hesitate. Then he came in 
the door, wearing a concerned Jook. 

“What’s wrong, child?” he asked me, 
coming over to the bed and looking down 
at me. I had pushed the covers down to 
the foot of the bed. 

“T seem to have a fever,” I said weakly. 

Doctor Frank sat down on the bed be- 
side me, felt my pulse and my forehead 

with the back of his hand. 

I noticed that his eyes were shifting over 
me, that he was trying not to look at me 
unprofessionally, that his hand was trem- 
bling. 

“T want to whisper something to you, 
Doctor Frank,” I said huskily. 

He looked at me with a tiny suspicion in 
his eyes. then leaned over. I threw my arms 
around his neck, brought his face down to 
mine, crushed my lips up to his and kissed 
him as I'd never kissed a man before, not 
even Milt. 

At first I could sense him resisting, try- 
ing to get away from me. Then his tense- 
ness left him. His hands caressed me like 
the hands of a man who has been on an 
island for years and who suddenly finds 
himself making love to a woman. 

“Grace, oh Grace,” he whispered. 

“Don’t talk,” I said in his ear. “Don’t 
talk. Love me, Doctor Frank. Love 
a i 

The next morning, I awoke with a de- 
licious sense of triumph. I had accom- 
plished the first objective in my campaign. 
I had made my conquest of Doctor Frank. 
I could tell, from his reaction when I first 
boldly clasped him in my arms, that here 
was a love-starved man. I remembered how 
often he had admired me as a growing girl 
—but now, I was confident that he would 
have to admit that he had been in love with 
me all along. The unexpected had hap- 
pened to me, too. I was in love with Doctor 
Frank. At least, that’s what I told myself. 

When I’d first begun scheming revenge 
against Mrs. Atkinson, I had only intended 
to go so far. I wanted to make her suffer, 
to take her husband away from her only 
long enough to pay her back for her cruelty 
to Mom. Then, I felt, I’d be able to return 
to planning my life with Milt and the com- 
pletion of my education. But now Milt 
was farther from my thoughts. I wanted 
Dr. Atkinson with all my heart, mind and 
body. I wanted him for keeps. And I in- 
tended to have him. 

When I served breakfast that morning, I 
was surprised that Doctor Frank was not at 
the table. He usually made it a point to 
have that meal with his wife. Later in the 
day. I learned that Doctor Frank had left 
the house very early, that he had gone out 
of town and would return in a few days. 
At first I was alarmed. Then I realized 
that my new lover probably wanted to get 
away, to be by himself to straighten out 
his mind about the new twist his life had 
taken. I was sure that when he came back, 
he would have arrived at the only decision 
that a man of honor could make under the 
circumstances. He would divorce Flo 
Atkinson and marry me. What an upset 
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that would cause in town. But I didn’t 
mind the thought of the talk which would 





result. Everyone hated Flo Atkinson any- 
way and, besides—if the gossip became un- 
bearable—Doctor Frank and I could al- 





ways leave town. He could set up practice 
and be successful anywhere. 

I was drifting on my dream cloud when 
Mrs. Atkinson sent for me. She was in her 
huge sitting room, looking out the window. 
When she turned toward me as I entered, | 
was shocked at the way age and tragic 
emotion were showing in her face. 

“Sit down, Grace,” she said. 

I sat. I thought she was going to talk 
to me about something concerning the 
household duties. 

“T’m going to be very honest with you, 
Grace,” Doctor Frank’s told me. 
“Frank came to me this morning, very 
much upset. He told me what happened 
between the two of you last night.” 

“He told you?” I repeated unbelievingly. 

“Yes,” Mrs. Atkinson replied. “Now. 
don’t worry, I’m not going to play the role 
of injured wife. I know why you came to 
live with us and I can’t blame anyone but 
myself for what has happened.” 

“T love him. I love Doctor Frank, Mrs. 
Atkinson,” I cried defiantly. I was aban- 
doning all shame and pretense. 

She looked at me calmly. I hadn’t 
dreamed Flo Atkinson could speak as kind- 
ly as she did now. 

“You don’t love my husband, child,” she 
contradicted. “You hate me. You’re con- 
fused and upset and almost half mad be- 
cause of your mother’s death. You hate 
me because you believe that I caused her 
death. I called you in this morning to say 
that I am guilty of the worst you can think 
of me.” 

“You admit that?” I screamed. “You 
admit that you picked on Mom, quarrelled 
with her and caused her to have an attack.” 

Flo Atkinson’s head was bowed. To my 
amazement, I saw the slow tears coursing 
down her cheeks. 

“T admit it,” she said brokenly. 
cused your mother of stealing.” 


wife 


“IT ac- 


WAS TOO STUNNED to speak. Flo 

Atkinson continued. 

“T missed a pearl brooch of great value 
from my dresser that morning. I was sure 
it had been there when your mother tidied 
my room. I didn’t even have the honesty 
to ask her about it or even to accuse her. I 
searched her pocketbook, found it, 
fronted her with it and accused her of 
being a thief and of stealing consistently 
for years little things we’ve been missing. 
Then, after your mother became furious 
and told me the truth, I found out how 
terribly unfair I had been. I found out 
that she had taken the brooch as an act of 
kindness. There was a break in the little 
gold chain on the brooch and your mother 
intended to leave it at the jewelers to be 
fixed. Believing that everyone trusted her 
here, she didn’t think to mention it to me. 
Suddenly, looking at her standing there, 
I knew that, 


con- 


screaming her anger at me, 
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all these years, I had treated your mother 
so mean because of one reason. 

“I was jealous of her. With all my 
money, I was so poor compared to the 
riches she possessed. She was loved so by 
everyone and I was hated. She had a loving 
child and I have always wanted so much to 
have a child. The only thing that has kept 
me going through all these heartbreaking 
years is Frank’s love. Yes, Grace, Frank 
loves me. I’m not young and pretty like 
you, not warm and passionate and able to 
stir his blood. But he’d never leave me 
because he knows how much I need him. 
The world outside which laughs at this old 
woman clinging to her young husband 
doesn’t know the truth. I told Frank. I 
confessed to him what had happened be- 
tween me and your mother. He came to me 
this morning and confessed how you had 
gotten revenge. I advised him to go to the 
country for a few days until you and I 
could talk things over. Frank couldn’t re- 
sist your beauty and youth. But you can’t 
take him from me, Grace, you can’t.” 

I looked at Flo Atkinson’s face as though 
I were hypnotized. She was being so 
humble, so forthright. I had never believed 
I could feel a tender emotion for this dried- 
up old woman. But then I had always be- 
lieved she was happy, had everything. In 
the midst of her contrite confession about 
Mom. in the midst of her tragic review of 
her life, I saw the beautiful confidence she 
had in her husband’s love. My heart sink- 
ing, I wondered if I’d ever be able—after 
what I’d done—to lean on the strength of 
Milt’s love like that. It was true. Mrs. At- 
kinson was right. I didn’t love Doctor 
Frank. I had almost gone out of my mind 
with the passion for revenge and, in its 
throes, I had committed a sin much greater 
even than Flo Atkinson’s—a sin against 
God’s Commandments; a sin against the 
dead mother I had sought to avenge; a sin 
against Milt and against myself and Doctor 
Frank and this sad, guilt-stricken woman 
who sat before me. 

I stood and went over to Mrs. Atkinson. 
There were tears on my face to match hers. 

“Forgive me and let me forgive you, Mrs. 
Atkinson?” I begged. 

But I knew that her forgiveness alone 
wouldn’t be enough. I knew that I’d have 
to cleanse my soul before Milt as Mrs. At- 
kinson had cleansed hers before me. I 
knew truly now that vengeance is His and 
not something which belongs to imperfect 
human beings. 


HE END 





The Swingingest 
(Continued from Page 29) 
several occasions put some of their better 
things on record. 

The record, a ten-inch LP, was released 
in 1953. Despite technical drawbacks (re- 
cording technique), it created immediate 
interest. The group hastily re-formed in 
1954 and, despite booking difficulties, has 
continued to draw accolades from critics 
and musicians. Since then, their booking 


base has broadened to include mpst of the 
country’s top jazz spots and an ever-widen- 
ing circle of colleges. They have already 
presented two major concerts at New 
York’s Town Hall. 

What does the future hold for this enor- 
mously-talented ensemble? 

A hint is contained in the formation of 
the Modern Jazz Society, a non-profit or- 
ganization which plans to provide a plat- 
form for vital new musical talent, particu- 
larly jazz stars. One of the organizers and 
moving spirits behind the group is John 
Lewis. In its first offering, the Society pre- 
sented the MJQ in a setting with first-rate 
jazz and classical musicians, one of whom 
predicted, “John and the MJQ have broken 
through. From now on, the sky’s the limit.” 

Their music is subtle, creamy and de- 
mands earnest listening. The basic ele- 
ments are form, creative cooperation be- 
tween the instruments (a kind of musical 
dialogue) and cross-conversations of coun- 
terpoint. Many numbers in their book are 
based on fugues and the canonical forms 
that reached the peak of expression in the 
music of Johann Sebastian Bach. 

But this shouldn’t worry the average lis- 
tener. All he need remember is that, in 
canonic imitation, the subject makes the 
round of piano, vibes and bass and is fol- 
lowed by an episode, a bridge-like section 
which jazz musicians use as a basis for 
improvisation. This form is roughly com- 
parable to the old Three Blind Mice 
rounds. 

Lewis and the MJQ have also experi- 
mented with other extended forms. One of 
his pieces, a five-part suite called Fontessa, 
runs some 20 minutes. Threading through 
all of his compositions, however, is a basic 
concern for jazz feeling and free-flowing 
improvisation. 

“Tn our work,” Lewis has said, “we also 
stimulate counterpoint rhythmically this 
way: when someone is playing a solo, the 
other instruments will play complementary 
ideas in the background, ideas subordi- 
nated to those of the soloist. The accom- 
panying musicians, therefore, do not slip 
back and just keep time. Occasionally, 
one of the background ideas will become 
prominent during someone else’s solo 
when that idea seems to be in context. As 
for our general rhythmic framework, all 
the instruments in the quartet supply 
rhythmic propulsions. Anybody, in fact. 
who plays on whatever instrument. must 
supply rhythmic propulsion.” 

These principles come through with 
swinging clarity in the live performances 
(also on their last three LP records) of 
the quartet. 

A SET WITH THE MJQ: Impeccably 
turned out in thinnish, three-button suits. 
all of them bearded except the individualis- 
tic Milt, the four relaxed men look for all 
the world like French bank clerks. They 
face the crowd. limp and thoughtful in the 
current cool mode. Then. on a signal. they 
swing into a bouncing piece, like Lewis 
three-part invention, Vendome. Mallets fly- 
ing, the poker-faced Milt kicks off with the 
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spritely subject. At a measured interval, 
Lewis repeats it. They chase each other 
and Milt whirls out of this statement into 
a dancing solo, rolling notes off in flip trip- 
lets, setting them off with one-note pauses 
that highlight his famous vibrato. Now 
comes back the subject-answer chase, in 
the reverse order, with Lewis stating and 
Milt chasing. 

Out of this section, Lewis extracts a 
chunk of melody, paraphrases it and rolls 
into his solo, spare, unadorned and driving. 
His right hand builds an ascending figure 
into a sonata-like climax. Milt, in the back- 
ground, feeds him bits of the melody. 
Lewis bites and throws it back. The cross- 
conversations continue and the two chase 
each other again with the subject and an- 
swer. Then, after a transitional middle sec- 
tion, properly called an episode, the sub- 
ject and answer are heard again, leading 
into a rhythmically wild solo by Milt. Fas- 
tidiously cool, for all the rollicking ex- 
citement in the music, Lewis, Milt and Per- 
cy Heath pull the string of the number in 
a stretto (a period in which the subject 
and answer are brought progressively clos- 
er together). 

There is, at first, stunned silence, then 
thunderous applause. Smiling, Lewis hauls 
in the mike and announces in a barely- 
audible voice: “And now the American 
ballad form, enriched harmonically and 
rhythmically by Milt Jackson.” These are 
no idle words. On a tune like Angel Eyes, 
Milt, John and their colleagues prove that 
they have no peers as melodic inventors. 
From there, the group might move into the 
lovely Softly As In A Morning Sunrise, 
which begins and ends with a canon from 
Bach’s The Musical Offering. Or, they 
might offer the exquisite figure, Concorde, 
another Lewis composition. 

Music like this has understandably of- 
fended some ears. Some, who say too 
much thinking destroys jazz, call the MJQ 
“fussy” and a few critics have charged that 
even the titles (Versailles, Fontessa, Mi- 
lano) are “pretentious.” In answer, Whit- 
ney Balliett. Saturday Evening Review of 
Literature critic, said: “But the truth is, 
for the close listener, this subtle creative 
group has as much tough interplay and 
more naked emotion than almost any other 
small group currently at work in jazz. John 
Lewis, in addition to being among the 
ablest jazz composers (his melodic inven- 
tion is unequalled) is a continually touch- 
ing soloist.” 

As the chief architect of the extended 
form and unified theme concepts, John 
Lewis feels that jazz solos must be placed 
in meaningful frameworks; that the initial 
theme or melody must run, like a thread, 
through the entire composition. His ideas 
and the work of the quartet have affected 
scores of avant garde composers and solo- 
ists. “Anyone,” classical composer Gun- 
ther Schuller says, “who is interested in 
the progress of jazz must sooner or later 
recognize the imposing stature of pianist, 
composer and arranger John Lewis.” 


Who, then, is John Lewis? 
he going? Where has he been? 
He has been a pianist in a small, rollick- 
ing combo (Illinois Jacquet), an arranger 
and pianist for the biggest and best bop 
orchestra (Dizzy Gillespie) an accompa- 
nist for the most accomplished jazz singer 
(Ella Fitzgerald), and a pianist for jazz’ 
most gifted improviser (Charlie Parker). 
In addition to this uranium mine of expe- 
rience, he knows well the scores of the best 
artists in the classical field. And he holds 
two degrees from the Manhattan School of 
Music. 

Born in La Grange, Illinois, 36 years 
ago, Lewis was reared in Albuquerque, 
New Mexico, where he started studying pi- 
ano and violin at the age of seven. At the 
University of New Mexico, he majored in 
anthropology for three years. And then, 
as one writer said, he found out that there 
are more ways than one to study man. He 
switched to music in his senior year and 
then, after a stint in the Army, migrated to 
New York, where he got a job as an ar- 
ranger for Dizzy Gillepsie. 

After the Gillepsie period, Lewis free- 
lanced around, playing with such epochal 
jazz figures as Lester Young and Charlie 
Parker. On the justly-famous record, Park- 
er’s Mood, the poignant introductory solo 
is by Lewis, whose lean, economical style 
and delicate touch have pushed him into 
the front ranks of piano artists. 

In 1950. he helped arrange numbers for 
the famous Miles Davis Capitol recording 
that signalled the beginning of the Cool 
School period. Afterwards, he continued 
his studies at the Manhattan School, where 
he joined the Schola Cantorum and sang in 
performances of Honegger’s La Danse des 
Morts and Milhaud’s Christophe Colomb. 





Child Care 


(Continued from Page 40) 
the bed varies. Some are consistently dry 
by 18 months. Others do not achieve this 
until between two and three years of age. 
It is a matter of the development of the 
nerves that control the bladder, and this 
development cannot be speeded. 

A mother may be quite expert at “catch- 
ing him,” by noting the time he usually 
wets the bed, rousing him before this time, 
taking him to the bathroom. But it is the 
mother who is being trained, not the child. 

If, as in the case of young Ray, a child 
continues to wet the bed at four or five, 
it is time to take action. A few children 
have a physical condition which causes 
this problem. Your doctor alone can de- 
termine if this is so. His examination 
should include blood and urine tests and 
X-rays. The treatment in these cases, of 
course, depends upon what is found. 

If, after examination, no physical cause 
for this weakness is found then the parent 
should closely examine the child’s small 
world, to see if for any reason, he is 
tense, insecure or unhappy. There may be 
a new child in the family who, he feels, 
has pushed him aside. A change of homes 





Where is 


or surroundings, difficulties between moth- 
er and father, a loss of a pet or companion. 
may be placing him under a strain. 

Some children play so hard and become 
so exhausted that when they go to bed 
they sleep too deeply to be aroused by the 
signal of a full bladder. 

Most children, with intelligent and un- 
derstanding parents, grow out of this habit. 
To live with it is trying, but to nag and 
harass the child will only intensify his 
emotional] strain and make him worse. 

I urged Mrs. Graham to help Ray build 
his confidence in himself, by praising him 
when he got through the night without 
wetting. I cautioned her to soft-pedal her 
annoyance and concern when he did have 
an accident, by routinely changing him 
and drying the bed. 

A daily routine of no fluids after 4 p.m. 
would make it easier for him to establish 
the habit of night-time dryness. Regular 
hours for bedtime and the avoidance of too 
strenuous play would keep him from sleep- 
ing so deeply that he ignored the signals. 

In parting I couldn’t resist the tempta- 
tion to remind Mrs. Graham that if she 
had relaxed and washed diapers a few 
months longer, she might have avoided 
this period of pajama and sheet washing. 





Empty Hearts 
(Continued from Page 33) 


Hammett, but then, that was Beaulah 
Haines all over. Her kind never had a good 
word for anybody. 

A belated conscience began stirring with- 
in me as another picture of little Georgie 
Hammett flashed upon my mental screen. 
An under-fed youngster, too tall and too 
thin for his tender four years, leaning on 
our fence daily, a wistful hunger in his 
eyes as he watched Ronald at play. | 
hadn't dared let him come in, even though 
Ronald begged me. I didn’t want my son 
associating with his kind. Besides, under- 
privileged children like Georgie couldn't 
be trusted. 

The incident yesterday had only strength- 
ened my viewpoint. I had glanced out the 
window in time to see Georgie hurrying 
away from the fence, Ronald’s new red fire 
engine tucked under his skinny arm. | 
raced after him, caught him and shook him 
hard. Ronald’s screams mingled with his. 
He kept repeating, over and over again. 
that he’d given the truck to Georgie. When 
I ordered my son back into the yard he 
kicked at me. This was more than I could 
take. I'd watch for Mrs. Hammett tonight. 
She’d have to keep her son away from my 
house. He was a bad influence for Ronald. 

Shame filled me now as I recalled how 
the tired looking young woman reacted to 
my indignation. She winced when I called 
her son a thief. but didn’t say a word in 
his defense. Her shoulders drooped de- 
jectedly as she promised to punish Geor- 
gie; said she’d see to it that he didn't 
bother me again. 

As I neared Anne’s house I tried to com- 
pose myself. Tried to anticipate the pleas- 
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game of cards I’d soon be playing. but 
thoughts darted back with the speed of 
, rattler. A question slowed my steps. Had 
Georgie’s mother been notified? Shouldn’t 
[ have called her? Shouldn’t I have stayed 
ind gone to the hospital with her? 
When I reached Anne’s, Beaulah and 
Mary were there ahead of me. My stomach 
belled when we sat down to the dessert 
luncheon, Raspberry jello. I silently willed 
the queasiness to leave me. No use. Blood 
ed jello ... blood. I pushed back my 
chair, got up quickly and hurried to the 
bathroom. 
When I returned, I stopped at the door 
instant before re-entering the room. 
Beaulah’s voice had always fascinated me. 
loday. her throaty drawl grated on the raw 
dges of my nerves. 
She certainly is a secretive person, isn’t 
Looks like she’d tell us, her best 
friends! I wonder how far along she is?” 
Mary gave an unladylike snort, “She’s 
o damn stingy, I’m surprised she can af- 
rd another baby!” she said. “Won't pay 
a cent for baby-sitting. Expects Har- 
y’s mother to come clear across town 
fter Ronald.” 
Beaulah’s light laugh mocked her, “Now 
who’s talking?” 
| shook my head. Beaulah was catty. I 
nd myself feeling sorry for Mary, even 
he had left herself wide open for that 


Anne spoke quietly, “Janet is tight 
ugh, Beaulah! You know she is. Why, 
walks a good ten blocks to get here, 
h two cars in her garage! If I had her 
sh, I'd fly!” 
leared my throat noisily and went in. 
\nne set up the card table and we all 
for partners. I drew Mary and she 
played the first hand. Four spades. The 
easured calculating way she slapped the 
rds down on the table and the avid ex- 
sion upon her face sickened me. 
[ laid my cards down and pressed against 
throbbing temples. “I am horribly up- 
I confessed. “A little boy was run 
right in front of my house.” I had 
n holding them in too long, and now 
words came rushing out, “It was that 
Georgie Hammett—you know him. 
that crazy, fool driver! I saw it all! 


Mary shrugged her shoulders unfeeling- 

ind interrupted, 

It’s tough all right, but that kid was 
asking for it, wasn’t he?” The sub- 
was finished as far as she was con- 

rned and she frowned down at her cards, 
What are you doing, Janet?” 

[ swallowed fast the huge lump that had 
ithered in my throat, “Pass.” 

Anne seemed to sense my shock. for she 

iched over and patted my hand, her eyes 
de with concern. 

How utterly awful for you, Janet,” she 

1. “Try not to think about it, dear.” she 

dvised kindly. “It isn’t at all good for 
you know.” 

[ looked at her, stunned and unbelieving. 
pathizing with me! Not one question 


about little Georgie’s condition; not one 
word about what his poor mother must be 
feeling right now! A feeling of shame over- 
powered me. Who was I to judge? Hadn’t 
I thought a deck of cards more important 
than a human life? 

Now I was dummy aggin. Mary had a 
little slam to make this time. In hearts. 
Hearts. ...I1 studied each face. The 
hearts in this room—mine included—were 
as empty as the cardboard ones Mary was 
drawing towards her. There wasn’t a kind 
deed or generous thought between us. Dear 
God, what a headache I had! 

I was glad when the afternoon was over 
and I didn’t dawdle over my leave-taking. 
When I reached our street, I was surprised 
to see Linda coming towards me. She was 
all dressed up and happiness fairly oozed 
from her. I eyed her coldly. What did she 
mean, leaving before I got home? She'd 
never done this to me before. 

“Where are you going?” I asked bluntly. 

“To the hospital,” she told me. “Oh, 
Mrs. Evans, Georgie’s going to live! Isn’t 
that wonderful news? His left arm is 
broken in two places, but—” 

I cut her off sharply. “What did you do 
with Ronald?” I asked, frowning. “Where 
did you leave him?” 

“Ronald?” Her amazement was genuine 
and I felt little shivers of apprehension 
creeping down my back. “Why, Mrs. 
Evans, I haven’t got Ronald!” 

“You—” I grabbed her arm and my 
fingers dug in with a relentless pressure, 
“What do you mean, Linda? What have 
you done with him?” I died a thousand 
deaths as I waited for her to answer. 

She pulled away from me and rubbed 
her arm, a puzzled frown between her eyes 
as they searched my face. 

“Mrs. Evans, you called for Ronnie. 
Took him out of school a half hour early. 
Miss Beeker said you did! Oh, you did, 
didn’t you?” 

Icy fingers squeezed at my heart and my 
knees seemed to be turning to jelly. “Oh, 
no, dear God,” I whispered brokenly, “not 
this!” 

The agony of the hour that followed 
can’t be described. Ronald was no where 
in the neighborhood, nor had anyone 
noticed him leaving the school grounds. 
We hadn’t been able to locate his teacher, 
nor could we get Harry. He was out on 
the road and hadn’t come in yet. They 
promised at the office to send him home as 
soon as they found him. The police had 
come, asked countless questions, and gone 
again. Linda stayed with me through it 
all. Didn’t leave until Harry came home. 
On her way out she paused behind my 
chair and her hand rested comfortingly on 
my shoulder. 

“Relax, Mrs. Evans. Please do!” she 
whispered. “We'll find Ronnie. I just feel 
he’s all right. Don’t you?” 

I do not know how long I sat there, 
numbed to the bone. Harry came in, sat 
with me in silence for a while and then 
left the room. I could hear him talking to 
someone through the open door. “We'll 


have to wait for the ransom note,” he said. 

I watched the phone with new interest. 
Maybe they’d call instead. I wanted to 
talk to them if they did. Wanted to tell 
them they could have anything—every cent 
we had! 

Oh! The receiver was off the hook and 
glued to my ear before the phone had 
stopped ringing. 

“Janet?” My _ mother-in-law’s voice 
sounded meek and apologetic, “Oh, I’m so 
sorry, dear,” she said. “The police have 
just left. You poor thing. You must have 
been nearly crazy! Didn’t Miss Beeker tell 
Linda, Janet? I told her to!” 

I wasn’t understanding a word she was 
saying. “You told her what, mother?” 

“Why, that I was taking Ronald, of 
course.” My mother-in-law sounded slightly 
impatient. “She said she'd tell her that I 
had him. I can’t understand why she’d let 
you worry like this. I told her explicitly—” 

“Ronald?” I interrupted. I swallowed 
hard, “You have Ronald, mother? He’s 
there with you?” 

“Of course he is, Janet! I’ve been try- 
ing to tell you!” Her tones were sharp with 
irritation now, “Get hold of yourself, my 
dear. Do you want me to bring him 
home now?” 

A wonderful feeling of peace was steal- 
ing over me. Ronald was safe. My son. 
I thought of poor little Georgie and my 
heart went out to him. No one needed to 
tell me what poverty was like. I knew. 
How then, could I have been so unkind to 
him? Oh, I’d make it up to him—to both 
of them! I’d begin this very day... . 

Harry came in the room as I hung up 
the receiver. 

“Good news?” 

I beamed at him and nodded. 
news!” I repeated. 

“Where, Janet? Where is he?” 

Although there was a catch in my voice, 
I laughed as I told him, “At your mother’s, 
of all places, Harry! She came home this 
morning and couldn’t wait. Miss Beeker 
told Linda that Mrs. Evans had called for 
Ronald and naturally she thought it was 
i” 

Later, as our car was headed for the 
County Hospital, I feit life stir within me, 
for the first time. I leaned back against 
the seat and a warm wave of gratitude 
swept over me. I felt like a new born per- 
son, myself. Accompanying my baby’s an- 
nouncement, I could actually feel compas- 
sion and loving kindness entering my heart 
and I knew it would never be an empty 


heart again! THE END 


“Good 





Teen Talk 


(Continued from Page 21) 
you want to get the most fun out of these 
last weeks before school then stop now and 
begin to budget your time. 

When school starts this fall you won't 
ask yourself the silly question most teen 
agers do “where did the summer go?”, be- 
cause you'll know exactly what you did 
with the hours you had at your command. 








